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PREFACE 

In former literary periods a preface was sometimes called an 
apology by the modest author. While I believe there is no 
occasion for such a term in offering the present volume to a 
critical public, yet it is my wish that the kind reader will grant 
me some slight, indulgence in a few words of self -introduction. 

A true poet is supposed to be a philosopher. How far your 
humble author has gone in these poems in that direction, and how 
much of sound philosophy my gentle readers may find in these 
pages, I cannot judge. Of one thing I am conscientiously 
assured, that there is naught herein that is mechanical ; that each 
thought, is the natural impulse from my own heart, simply and 
naturally expressed. 

Poetry ranks highest in literature. Its beauty of rhythm and 
recurrence of rhyme is charming to the ear even when the ideas 
are not clear to the common reader. Good poetry needs study, 
yet the study of it should be rewarded by an understanding. 

The short poems are from scraps of paper jotted down at 

different times under various circumstances and in various places. 

Most of the illustrations are from new photographs, but many 

of them are duplicates of half-tones from an interesting booklet 

published by the Duluth, South Shore and Atlantic and Mineral 

Range Railway, to which company we extend many thanks for 

such courtesy. This road extends 420 miles from the Soo to 

Duluth, through a region richly endowed with beauty, forest 

growth and mineral wealth. Also to that old, yet ever renewing 

and improving, stand-by, the great Chicago & Northwestern R. R. 

^ Co. , we owe special acknowledgment and thanks for the privilege 

rv of inserting ten of their beautiful half-tones from their new pub- 

— lication"The Lakes and Summer Resorts of the Northwest." To 

-* this region, this soil, with all it upbears and conceals, as well as 

to the great inland sea it encircles, I owe what inspiration there 

^ may be in my poem, "Lake Superior." 

Asking your kindly interest and gentle criticism, dear reader, 
>. X I submit this volume for what good it may yield to those who 

A may peruse its pages. 

^ ^ Will J. Massingham. 
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Introductory 

THE main thought in this poem is the greatness of the lake, 
not only in its size but also in its influence. It is the 
largest of all bodies of fresh water, being over 500 miles 
long, 200 wide and 2,000 feet deep. It is particularly great 
in its benign and powerful influences as a feeder of the atmos- 
phere and as a wonderful waterway, having no rival in this 
respect either. It preserves a uniform condition of the air over a 
vast territory, absorbing the cold of winter and furnishing a gentle 
and cooling breeze each day in midsummer. The constant clear- 
ness of the air allows a powerful radiation upon the soil during 
the long days of May, June and July, the falls extending three 
weeks beyond the falls of the middle states further south. The 
absence of heavy winds in winter thus also makes the whole year 
delightful. It is great, too, in its beauty and in its gloom ; great 
in its beneficent exports and in the people dwelling upon Its shores. 
For all this we forget to render thanks and homage to God, the 
Author of all good —a common failing with all mankind. 

Its liquid depths are as clear as crystal and cold as snow and 
sweet as nectar. Its water is limeless. It is a prodigious 
receptacle, where the offerings of all its streams flowing in are 
allowed by its great size and depth to deposit their impurities, 
though little they are. The first lake made was Lake Superior ; the 
first land is at Ashland, Wis. This is evident by the conditions 
compared to other regions of the earth now under preparatory 
influences, notably the Antarctic continent and the Himalayas 
and central Canada. Superior is a misnomer. It should be 
Superlative. 

Nearly all the world's copper and iron and steel ore come from 
the Lake Superior Region. The greatest tonnage of any canal in 
history goes through the Soo canals. There are two on the United 
States side and one on the Canadian side, the latter being 1,000 
feet long, the old one of the United States being 800 feet long and 
the new one 900. 

7 
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What must have been the emotions of the French explorers, 
who afterwards did so much towards the settlement of the north- 
west and the education of the Indians, when they for the first 
time beheld the seething, rushing breadth of the rapid Sault 
Marie and made the portage up its bank to the grandly — great and 
glamourously— gloomy, yet picturesque and wondrously wild Big 
Sea Water, Indian's Gitchee Gumee, Lake Superior, Lake 
Superlative ! Niagara gets its waters from Lake Superior. The 
power being generated there into electrical application, is not so 
easily utilized as will be that of the Sault Marie, nor so great, 
for several reasons. This stream is wild and weird and historic, 
so speaking of the past and for its future. 

Innumerable products of shop and soil and wild woods are 
exported from this region. 

The poem, poetically, exaggerates the intensity of the storms. 
Lake Superior may be said to be comparatively pacific, as the 
Pacific Ocean is to the Atlantic and the Indian Oceans. Lakes 
Michigan and Erie are more dangerous because of their shorter, 
chopping waves and more sudden gales. Hence, also, there are 
more damp and chilling winds in southern latitudes because 
Lake Superior is north of the region of variable winds. It is a 
weather producer, not an effect or a victim of caprice. Three- 
fourths of the days of the year are wonderfully calm. I dread 
the inevitable day when innumerable factories will darken the 
brightness of their wonderful sunshine and displace the purity of 
the air by smoke and gas. 

Referring again to the benignity of the lake, I may say that, 
notwithstanding the fearfulness of its furied strength when lashed 
to storm, it can afford to be comparatively calm and composed 
simply because of its greatness. This truth teaches us a great 
lesson of character, but in human life the truth may be also 
reversed, and we can understand how a person can become 
great by first cultivating the virtues of patience, calmness and 
composure. 

The passage, *'The Death, 'tis said, betrays no sign, etc.," refers 
to the fact that the strange and powerful undertow beginning at 
Duluth's outer bay has but twice been known to yield back the 
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bodies of the drowned. No theory will fully explain this. It is 
probably due to the great weight and coldness of the water, and 
maybe there is no undertow, as the old sailors declare. And yet 
there may be underground outlets. We cannot decide those 
questions. 

The latter idea, used as it is in the poem, and the one of under- 
ground feeders, are mere theories. The following facts furnish 
evidence to the contrary : 

I. It is unnatural that the same body of water should have both 
underground feeders and underground outlets, though Lake Supe- 
rior is, unlike other lakes, large enough to be an exception. 

II. Underground inlets are unnecessary, because of the 
innumerable, small, rapid surface streams flowing from ever}'^ 
direction. These carry vast quantities of snow water into the 
lake. 

III. Evaporation is very small, because of the absence of great 
heat, the absence of great fogs resulting, and the permanent 
coldness of the water. 

Yet the great size and depth are sufficient to permeate the 
atmosphere with abundance of moisture. In fact, the cold 
currents of air from the lake, meeting the warm currents of 
the American deserts and the Gulf of Mexico, condense the 
moisture very quickly into rainfalls. Again, on the other hand, 
the numerous artesian wells adjoining the south shore and 
in the country far south in Wisconsin and Illinois, supposed 
to be fed by pressure of Lake Superior and the small streams 
from small lakes disappearing into the ground before reaching a 
river or Lake Superior, and the numerous warm springs (never 
freezing over) — all these indicate the presence of deep under- 
ground channels and crevices permitting water to rise to and 
above the ground, and perhaps flowing far towards the southwest 
from Lake Superior underground. I discovered coal oil on the 
surface of one of these small, warm springy at one end of Lake 
Nebagamon. There is an excellent little school, a few rods from 
this spring, held in an old logging camp shanty, surrounded still 
by some noble Norway s, where in the early spring the scented 
arbutus springs up from the rich, warm soil. The children told 
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me this spring is never covered with ice, save a thin margin the 
coldest nights. The water of many wells contains lime, which is 
obtained from the limestone formations existing even a few miles 
from the south shore. Yet many of these wells have the Lake 
Superior taste, and Lake Michigan is lower than Lake Superior, 
hence less pressure. 

Lake Superior's bed was not formed by a glacier. There is no 
evidence of it, but positive proof to the contrary. It is a great 
sink between ranges of what were ages ago mountains, miles in 
height. Being the first lake of the earth's present recreation, 
these mountains are worn down to a few hundred feet. A glacier 
is a moving river of ice. It requires an outlet, wider and lower 
than its upper parts. The bed of the River Sault Marie is the 
original outlet of Lake Superior and is composed of a native ledge 
formation, 1,500 feet above the upper bed of the sink or valley 
containing Lake Superior. There was a glacier where now is left 
the Saint Louis River valley. There are no other traces of glacial 
movement, but, of course, the ice sheet once covered the 
entire region and ground down the mountain's rocks and clay, to 
the prodigious heaps of sand now forming a large part of the soil, 
the clay turning to rocks in places. This terribly immense ice 
sheet, for aught we know, miles in depth and extending miles 
into the Arctic and Atlantic oceans, covered the entire continent 
(then not so large as now) and was pulled by its own weight over 
the land into the great sea. The bed of Lake Superior remained, 
to be afterwards filled with melted ice. Remnants of this ice 
sheet yet remain between Lake Superior and Alaska and the Arctic 
Ocean, and in Alaska, forming glaciers, none of which, however, 
are of the width of Lake Superior, nor is there a glacier any- 
where in the earth so wide. These wonders of the creation are 
of deep interest to those who believe in the supreme power and 
divine goodness of an intelligent and loving cause — the one God 
of all. To disbelievers, they are, and ever will be, condemning 
mysteries and stumbling blocks. Great and glorious and beautiful 
are all the works of His hands. The ore and clay deposits are 
difficult to understand and to place in the order of creation, and 
were formed before the sun was made. Fire, as well as water, 
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had its awful time and influence, and will, eventually, overcome. 
Clay is thrown up by volcanic power, forms rock in certain 
conditions and becomes decomposed again. Soft rock and clay 
and the beautiful pictured layers of sandstone become hard from 
exposure to dry air. Hence the successive subsidences of Lake 
Superior, throughout millions of years, show the wearing away of 
the soft stone and its hardening when left above the level of the 
beating waves and the expanding ice. Ice does not contract 
until it sustains a certain degree of cold. Remember that 
originally the earth came from ether, resolved into a ball, the 
inner fires of which still burn, causing volcanic action through the 
crust. This crust, at first, was solid rock and is now in a condition, 
to greater or less degree, of disintegration, which condition was 
made possible, millions of ages ago, before the sun was made. 
The mist that went up from the earth, when darkness dwelt 
upon the face of the deep, covered the entire crust, and the inner 
heat with this moisture caused the rocks to crack, as we see 
around Duluth, particularly. Some mountains are sliding down 
in form of shale and sand and broken rock. This and the power 
of ice with water forms sand, etc., for soil, as well as the clay 
from volcanoes. 

The bottom of the lake, at least at Duluth, is solid rock, the 
water tunnels being bored through such formation three miles. 
The immediate power God uses, or influence, in changing the 
form and condition of the elements (which elements in themselves 
are perhaps coordinate with the eternity of God Himself) is simply 
change of temperature. This is brought about principally by 
the polar movement He has given to our earth, the movement 
extending through inestimable years, which causes one zone to take 
the place of its opposite upon the earth's surface. This move- 
ment comes from a slow change of the inclination of the earth's 
axis towards the sun. This change of temperature is the secret of 
all life and death, physical and spiritual. So was Lake Superior 
brought into existence, so do we come and go, soul, which is body 
and spirit. Geology and theology are one and inseparable to us 
and this great region of Lake Superior teaches us many a beautiful 
lesson in both. This depression is the greatest of North America, 
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appropriately fixed in the center of the continent. Lake Superior 
once extended to central Illinois and Ohio. A great range of 
mountains was upheaved, of which Eau Claire, Wis., seems to 
mark the center. This divided Lake Superior and ultimately 
made the Ohio and Mississippi rivers possible by great glaciers 
carrying, as their waters still do, the land into the ocean and thus 
extending the continent. All these 20,000 small lakes and ponds 
in Minnesota and Wisconsin were left by the subsidence of their 
great mother-man, Lake Superior. 

The following poem I began to write when a deck-hand on The 
City of Traverse, July 15, 1902, and have worked upon it, when 
convenient, at times, until November, 1903. It is the result of 
40 years of study, though I first saw Lake Superior 29 years ago. 
Most of the composition was done inside prison walls, where I 
have been confined for doing right, a criminal without a crime. 
My kind reader will perceive the trying circumstances under 
which I have composed my longest poem, and I am glad to say 
the work kept me cheerful and even happy and preserved my 
soundness and peace of mind amid stern and adverse influences. 
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Magnificent, impetnoas. Divine! 
Shining as the beams that shine! 
Grandly great with gloom » 
Emerald without bloom ; 
Sleeping *neath the sun. 
Storming till undone. 

Yet renewed in peace ; 
Roused by winds that blow 
As strong as Death's dark throe. 
Then calmed by power below 

That bids thy raging cease, 
Thy weight, thy power thine own to know. 
O, giant gem in emerald frame, 

Borne on old Earth's broad breast! 
Beneath the magic of thy name, 

Rich treasures round thee rest. 
When God (The Good), Munificent, 

Bespoke this swinging ball. 
He took from waters round His throne 

And made thee BEST OF ALL! 
Great and grand and glorious 

Spread thy waters wide, 
Wondrous and victorious 

O'er all the Earth beside! 
Sweet Spirit of Creator 

Binds thy limpid sheet ; 
Thou of all art greater 

While within thee meet 
17 
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IJeauty, strength, mysterious, — 

But if anger rouse thee ! 
Then in might imperious 

Storms the Inland Sea! 
Though thou hast never yielded up 

The dead thy waters claimed, 
And Death, 'tis said, betrays no sign 

When man beneath thy wave 
Is called, unwarned, to life resign- 
Yet do thy ripples lave 
The grandest, fairest rock-ribbed shores 

Creation knows to-day. 
And all the world with open doors, 

Through thee, World's Waterway, 
By these rich treasures without dole 

Is blest in shop, in store, in soul. 
Forever may thy billows roll! 

O, Lake Superior! 

age 

All lakes of beauty have a share: 

When thou wast young and silvered o'er, 

(But now and evermore renewed 

In living green without compare, 

Encircling round thee, shore on shore) 

All other lakes had just begun. 

And as all light beams from one sun. 

So beauty, theirs and thine are one, 

But age is tliine alone. 

Old as age itself and gold 

And golden as gold's glow 

And olden as thy snow 

And snowy as that snow ; 

And old thou wast, yet ever young. 

As thy copper, iron are both old and young. 

For thou and these and all are old at birth. 
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For change of form makes all the earth ; 

Nothing dies and nothing lives, 

Worlds with their joys and with their tears. 

Save when God speaks each billion years 

And thy eternal beauty gives 

From Heaven, His throne — an olden story— 

For good of man and for His gloiy. 

All realms of splendor angels spoiled 

When thou wast bom. All Heaven toiled, 

In thee to give to earth and poetry 

A symbol of Eternity! 

Si3e anO ®rldfn 

'*Gitchee Gumee,*' Big Sea Water! 
Why did Indian thus name thee? 
If he ne'er beheld sea water 
Why call thee a sea, big sea? 
All powers are of God, himself; 
What powers made thee vast, unique, 
And built the pillars of thy unfathomed deep? 
Did mile-uplifted mountains range their heights 
To guard the sunken caverns of thy myriad fountains? 
Art thou the liquid cover of a shrunken, massive crease 
Upon the scarred, enriched and fire-furied crust of Earth? 
Save at the beauteous Soo, these iron-ribbed and lofty guardians 
Range thy sides to hold thee in; and there thy 
Waters rise some hundred feet to flow afree 
O'er native ledge. 

No glacial stream of ice e*er mounts such valley barrier, 
No cold and wearing glacier e'er traced its centuries* lines 
Along those splendid heights guiding and guarding thee. 
God chose a swifter, finer way to give thee birth and being. 
It was the fierce and fiery fury of the moments* force 
Of inner fires, the grand and awful earthquake*s swell, 
The chaos of tumultuous heavings of Earth's bosom. 
So wast thou made by fire and water ; 
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So will it be, when grown thrice hotter, 

Fire shall give thee back to God 

And perish shall those heavens, this sod 

Eternally! 
Now firmly fixed those swellings range here yet. 
And deep to awful depths thy bed is set, 

We gaze with safe, ecstatic joy upon thy shining, upturned face ; 
We liken to a cloud the life of human race; 
But who will dare to penetrate the gloom, 
The unfound deeps, thy silent, soundless tomb ! 
Ere the hand that hid the holy dust 
Of Moses, man of God, here, must 
In time the grail of Israel found extinct 
That hand had pressed and fashioned round 
This watery couch, immense, no sound 
Nor soul may desecrate. 
Long cycled eras ere Aztecs trod thy shores 
The seething, scorching caldron cast thy form 
From fuming, forceful fury fired in earth's bowels! 
Rock-robed and iron-sinewed the heights around thee 
Milled in strength and miled in altitude one time. 
Now worn by ages, ground by cold, swept and piled again 
By wailing winds ere vegetation blessed and bound 
Thy sun-baked rock and clay and sand. 
Now thou liest peaced and pardoned for thy strength 
By that universal God who stirs thine anger 
As once He smoothed thee as thou art 
By massive, moving ice-sheet sliding down the sea. 
Melted remnants formed and filled at first 
The contents of thy being. 

Sunken, also, I have said, is the chambered chasm 
Formed for the bearing of thy liquid beauty 
By those same seried mandates of our common God 
Who moves the grinding, continental forms of ice 
To feed the deep, unsalted ocean 
And then forbids the fires of inner earth to burn. 
Once miles in height thy mountains stood aloft 
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Ere Titan waves had worn them low and soft 

And the breath of God, first cold, then hot, but brooding ever, 

Made cause the flying heavens and forming earth to sever. 

Thus by his mandates, high and low, 

The Heavens above, the earth below. 

Thy cause became and thou wert blest, a blessing now. 

Now low and soft and small these ranges round 

Since cause and elements once met, 

But lineaments of mountains yet, 

And made to hold strange stores of stee\ 

Steel and iron strangely strong : 

Their mighty-man and many-moulded strengths can span 

Earth's longest, deepest chasms that tell 

The same strange story of the earthquake's swell. 

The fool alone within his heart has said, "There is no God." 

Presuming judge of unseen, spirit power. 

He cannot even understand the green-clad sod. 

The sod which flourishes when gone man's little hour, 

Nature ever tells the truth and honors every law — 

Man, man alone can starve his soul on lies 

And fail his fullest meed from Heaven to draw. 

Grand and awful, sweet and clear 

Are the teachings find we here. 

Great Lake ! 

Thou art the soul of space of waters 

Freshened from sulphureous salt. 

Filtered by the bowels of Earth 

From seas afar, seas bound by the bands that bind thee, 

Yet hold thee not as them forever. 

Ten billion streams from continental water-shed 
Flow low but slow, the ground below. 

And from these avalanched snows thou'rt fed. 
Waters melted from pure snow ever fill thee, ever will, 
Thus through nature's cooling and untainted still. 

Rapid too thy many streams, 
Flowing ever full and free. 

There where Autumn weaves its dreams, 
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Where flees the caribou and deer . 
And oft the pinioned eagle screams, 

They purl and leap and sing to thee. 
These other lakes, unnumbered. 

Of thee once formed a part ; 
A father and a mother, too, prolific — 
A mother-man thou art. 
Thou art a fountain fast and vast and fine, 
A low-lying, high-lying fountain, vast and fine, 
Yet ever full and ever rising. 
Calm and still, yet ever rising. 
All other fountains e*er surprising. 
One prodigious water mine ' 
One great receptacle ! 
Oozing, oozing, never losing. 
Rising, rising, ever using 
Powers of earth and air! 

Strongest, strangest lake of God ! 
Gloom and glamour, proud compare ! 
Zoning ether, moistening sod ! 
O, gleaming lightning-sheet spread o'er the earth ! 
Proud Heaven alone looks down that gave thee birth. 
Proud Heaven alone can all thy multi-measures make. 
Alone can all thy watery spannings take ! 
It looketh down with joy and pride. 
Of the spreading sky thou art the bride. 
Thy gloried glow reflects afar, 
To the gulfed, unfeeling Universal — ^a Star! 



XTbe apostle Isles 

The poet*s pure and open mind 
In nature largest wealth can find. 
So westward far from Portage roam— 
Chequamegon — weird islands* home ! 
That sacred, wildest realm of all ! 
What are these that guard the main. 
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Some grandly great and others small? 

Wild and worn and wayward, 

Dropt from mountains seaward, 

Children of lost mountain. range, 

Ending here so silent, strange ! 

Holy name good father gave; 

"Apostle Isles," for twelve they be, 

Sacred guardians of the sea ! 

Twelve are thou ! Canst judge of thine 

As shall judge the twelve above? 

Art not these mystic mighty plains 

And waters wide, these dells and dales. 

And dying gales, the yellow moonlight 

Sleeping on these rolling hills, green-clad 

Beneath the summer's zone glow 

And winter's sun-lit diamond snow — 

All these and millions more of beauty rare 

Thy care and pride? No doubt, in time 

When thou wert piled on pile, and stars 

Began their morning song to Heaven 

And shouted glad the sons of God, 

And thou didst lift o'er every hight on earth 

Thy hights that inner fires gave to thee in birth, 

And thou didst rear thyselves between the past 

And future millioned ages, — sure, then, 

Of stone and iron on thy brow a crown was made 

Immeasurable and thou didst rule. 

Mighty art thou yet. Thy same foundations lie 

As then. Forget not they are hid unseen, 

Unmoved in the universal, everlasting rock. 

Granite, whose cement is wondrous, limeless sand. 

pictute5 IRocfts 

Such flinted stone and vari-colored sand! 
Iron-colored, sifted sand, by beauty's hand 
Fashioned and painted, by mold untainted; 
Painted, hued in varied shade 
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By sweet angel fingers laid. 
The secret of thy beauty's form, thy strong and strange condition. 
Is but the secret of the storm, the whole creation's great rendition. 
Angel's, nature's rich cement ! Here fair architects, content, 
Paused, and now like unseen, guardian fairies 
Each is watching our glad homage ; 
And to Heaven each one carries 
Praise and thanks whene'er man rears 
A beauteous sandstone monument that cheers 
The sense of beauty and sanctioned pride, 
And when was built this round world wide. 
Such grain as this was not supplied 

In stone elsewhere. 
Cement it is that harder grows with air and age. 
Pictured are these layers in every shade 
That form and light reveal while penetrates 
Each beam to teach what beauty can combine 
With use. Most skillful colors, minds entwine 
In costly, famous, pictured lore— all fade, 
Forgotten soon. But these are ever there, 
Stronger, brighter as each age goes on. 
These the very light creates, yet preserves, intensifies. 
But light destroys such works of human kind. 
These, these, were born in the alchemy of God 
While a billion years rolled in a moment's flash 
Of time's eternal space, for time is but 
The plaything of eternity, as earth is 
Heaven's footstool. Such pictured rocks 
For sight or use, no other clime may claim 

Nor sea, nor land ! 
The jeweled rainbows of the sky. 
Transformed to dust, now here they lie 
And human skill combines to raise 
Again in mansions fair to see 
And lofty monuments of praise to thee. 
Again, O Heaven, these stones. 
O, wondrous, gracious, ponderous cause ! 




MICHIGAN COLLEGE OF MINES, HOItgHTONT, MICH. 




U. S. SHIP CANAL, SAULT STE. MARIE 
27 




DULUTH HIGH SCHOOL 




^ 



H01)(;HT()N, MICH., KKOM NORTH WKST 



Lake Superior 29 



God makes the rocks obey His laws ; 
He writes His will upon the cloud 
And speaks in tones resounding loud, 
Or gently whispers to man's heart 
The same great mandate of His love. 
He lives, He moves, below, above ! 

/Dfnetald 

(See also Ashland, Duluth, Marquette and Hancock and 
Houghton. Probably the truth is that minerals were formed 
before the sun and stars were created.) 

Sweet, silvery isles far north are thine 

And copper's richest, rarest mine 

Where Calumet down highlands steep 

Rolls billions tons of deepest ore,* 

Thence steam and wind and waters sweep 

Brown blessings burnt thee by the sun 

When first his fiery reign begun. 

The stars forget, so old these deep, unminted mines ! 

For weal or woe yield they their ancient fossilized wealth 

To man. Their age outspans yon spaces spread 

'Twixt Heaven and hell. 
O, what electric works there are ! 
The voice of man, well heard, unseen, 
Is magic made by coppered mines. 
Their veins by fire rich laid, 
Till ductile copper wires weave 
Netted knowledge near and far 
And tell the wonders men conceive, 
While star electric speaks to star 
To proclaim God*s wondrous ways, 
While Him, man's skill, is made to praise 
In all that man has done ! 

♦New mine is i>i miles deep. 
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Iron 

Iron, steel, firm, strong, glistening in the unsheathed sword 
When the sun that filled its moulds breaks through the battle's 

cloud. 
Or ringing in the constant woodsman's ax and saw 
And glancing thankful rays from bright plowshare 
As the farmer turns the sod, — 
Iron-steel is the husband of that other docile ore. 
Woman bears that subtile charm, finer, purer than the man. 
So copper and her iron mate are one, the same 

In deed, in thought. 
Whence is the secret of the unseen power 
That fills the universe? Hidden in the psychic world? 
Then, if that's all, what draws the gentle cords 
Of woman's love, subtler, stronger, — though so plastic 
Seeming and so firmly yielding, — than the sterner man? 
As are the differing glories of the stars, 
So are the jewels of the mine. 
Man is the steel upon the earth, 
In Heaven may shine as silvery star; 
Woman is the pure, yet yielding copper ore. 
Needing less the crucible of fire to shine, 
The glowing gold that never rusts — 

In Heaven a diamond. 
Iron is the bread, the common, universal staff 
That feeds and stays and moves the world 
Of strong machinery. 
Subservient are these mighty means 
To the mind of God-made man 
Which also lends machinery motion. 

Storms anO Seasons 

Coldly deep thy caverned depths. 

Yea, cold and clear like liquid glass. 
What sediment thy shores receive 

May never to thy bosom pass. 
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Yet though thy deep is cold and clear 

There comes a time when peace bears fear. 
Thy full-fleshed fish are firm and sweet, 

And they alone may, free from fear, 
Learn all thy secret rounds complete. 
Learn, too, thy buried tales of woe. 
And how that awesome undertow 

Ne'er yields its dead ! 

Broad-breasted billows, bold, e'er beat 

Through summer's golden, glowing heat 
Till winter's storms in part congeal thy face. 

And round and round the seasons go 
And icebergs vast begin their race. 

Drawn by the south wind's wooing flow. 
Again each spring when spring winds blow. 

We look upon thy placid face, 
Yet anger sleeps within thy soul — 

Similitude of human race — 
Soon shall thy heaving billows roll 

And war and death are there ; 
In patience 'neath a summer's sun, 
Tried and strong such patience won. 
Till beaten by air's piercing lash, 
Or bound in vain by winter's cold, 
Thou makest elemental clash, 
For naught can bind thy courage bold. 
O, Lion Lake! I love, I quake! 
Yet dare to ride upon thy mane 
And parting ever gives me pain. 
So great, so grand, O Wonderland ! 
So vast, so free, O Lake, to thee 
Naught can compare ! The sun and air 
Will ne'er give birth again to lake like thee 

Forevermore, 
While time shall last till time be o'er. 
Farewell awhile ! 
But hark ! Calls thy storm again to me? 
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Is that the bursting of thy war clouds 

And thee again aroused to battle 

With the furies of the air? 

O, I do fear thee when Manitou, thy God so great, 

Rides the storm clouds in command 

And angers the invisible winded air ; 

In turn thy mighty arms are raised, nor wait, 

While death fiends every helm stand 

To twist dismantled mast and share 

With Heaven and hell their garnered souls. 

But rush and roar and moan and pour 

Each mighty wave-doomed vessel o'er, 

For soon thy master, lone and great, 

Will bid thy deadly work abate. 

Such storming strength inspires awe 

And sinewed plank and spar are straw. 

Thus Aztec bold, thy shores who trod 

Not long from time when alone to God 

Thou sang and stormed and smiled 

In cycled eras gone, and Indian, awed erstwhile, 

Was trembling and awake at midnight hour, 

Fearing thy unseen wrath and power, 

But did venture forth light and glad, 

When Manitou, his god so great. 

Had calmed the sea his wrath had stirred. 

I? Do I, too, fear such power? Yes, 

As friend fears friend when wrath has cause. 

ifear an6 Xo\>e 

I fear and I love thee, too, proud lake ; 
Love and fear are both divine — of both I take. 
I fear thee with a fear that love entwines 
And I love thee with a love that fear combines. 
For I love love and I fear fear in all things, 
And I love fear, but fear not love that brings 
No fear save of sin whose wages are death. 
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But death is not sin, but sin's cold breath; 

So death is thine, O Lake, to give. 

I'd willing die, I dare to live; 

So I give thee both fear and love, as thou to me. 

And I symbol thy nature so bound, yet so free, 

And I fear and I love both thy wildness and calm, 

The one is a warning and the one a psalm. 

I can but love thj' bosom's beat, 

Thy glittering breast, thy snow and sleet ; 

Thy billows' beat to me is sweet. 

I know thee for a friend or foe 

When by thy will I stay or go ; 

Thou knowest best, I bide thy will, 

I fear and I love and I love thee still. 

Thy rousing, roaring, ranging rage, 

Resounding fierce since ancient age. 

Is but to me the echo grand, 

Of all God's universe! 

Vlatutal Surroundings 

IRON 

Again not far from Ashland fair 

Where range Gogebic's mountains round. 
Are massive mounds of iron rare 

And steel from vari -colored ground ; 
And above thy head, O, Lake Superb! 

Where proud Duluth thy glory crowns 
And smiles from success, on failure frowns. 

And 'neath thy foot where Britons dwell 
Are other stores now men disturb. 

So fine, so vast, greed breaks their spell. 
Behold what space ! The curtained sky alone 

Can all thy imaged grandeur hold ; 
And since thy mines were laid and all thy verdure grown 

No universal, piercing sun has shone 
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On richer mead of hills and plain??, 

Filling man's soul, enriching wains — 
Thy shining steel the grandest gift of all. 

Save when in finer mood of mind 
We turn to the glorious glamour of thy splendid pines. 

Soon, soon to be the saddened pleasure of the past, 
A vision unregretted, unforgot. 
Thy scepter in the past has been the noble pine, 

The emblem of thy future the golden sheaf shall be, 
Brightly, gayly bound with clover wreaths. 

No more aspiring and inspiring pines. 
Nor wider stretch of shores so bold, 

Man's wandering domicile has sought and found. 
Here, where sweeps the North Shore's granite ledge, 

Man finds such granite's southmost edge. 
Ground and polished, oft rounded found 

Are massive boulders strewn around. 
East, west and south afar ! 

Baptized by fire and water great, 
The inner heart of continent in state 

Lives, throbs. Generous all its blessings are. 
Primeval past unknown to life, unwitnessed by man. 

Echoed to the crashing of thy granite ledge 
Now broken sheer and overhanging thy north 

Shore for aye. 
Manifested nature, too, was born amid such throes 
Of pain. 



(Ptnes 

Zephyrs love to rustle in those needled pines 

All the mighty way from North Shore's virgin forests. 

Scarcely touched by ax or saw, far southeast down 

To Georgian Bay's most distant lays. 

These peaned, plateaued plains are thine, 

Rich-robed in the blossomless, beauteous pine. 
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All thine these wearing, tearing, rushing rills 

'Mid ranging, rising, rolling hills, 

Where leap the golden, speckled trout and play 

Through all the gladsome, summer day. 

There through their weird and happy haunts 

Fleet the wild moose and caribou and deer. 

There howls the gray-haired wolf and jaunts 

The big black bear. They know not fear. 

The wild bird joins his myriad throng 

To fill the summer wood with song ; 

The eagle builds his aeried nest 

On towering tree or mountain crest. 

The sigh of Indian maid is heard 

To join the mating of the bird 

Where glamoured woodlands' mystic bowers 

Have held for ages of those hours 

The secrets sweet still whispered here. 

While purl their blessing brooklets clear. 

O pines, so coned and crowned that reach 

Your strong, unbending lengths to teach 

Poor groveling, wavering men to rise 

And lift their prayers to sunlit skies ! 

O, whisper softly, pines, to me 

Of all thy age, thy grace so free 

And all the secrets thou hast known 

Before and since the time when shown 

Was man at last this perfect clime, 

These streams, these woods, this realm sublime! 

O, pines whose needles never rest, 

Where cascade leaps its rocky crest 

And all the world is richly blest 

By these f orevermore ! 

Pines, clean -bodied and ne'er clambered o'er 

By parasitic vine, nor killed in youth, 

A youth, like truth, that never dies. 

So clean that sheltering, shell-bark hide 

Seldom the feeding worm there lies : 
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Of the mighty, varied woods, the pride 

Art thou, art thou ! 

The sharp and stiflFened bill of screaming red-head 

Finds naught in thee till fires blast thy trunk 

Like the smiting blasts of an old man's age. 

O, teach me now ! 

None but the pleased eternal God of all 

Caused thee to grow, caused thee to fall 

By wind and fire and age and stern, 

Unsparing ax and saw of man. 

What many times such forests grew 

And fire from clouds of thunder drew 

To lay these low and desolate, 

He only knows. His wisdom great, supreme. 

Restores tenfold, 
And rise again these noble trees 

From ashen mold. 
O, wild bird, sing again to me 

And charm me to thy wilderness ! 
O, eagle, let me soar with thee! 

O, brooklet, teach me cheerfulness! 
O, mountains, hide my Indian maid 
And bid thy steel to bind our souls 
Long as the swift deer seeks the shade. 
Long as Superior rolls ! 



mames ot all XCrees 

For a list of TREES, 

Thine eyes to please, 

O, how are these? — 

Here the hemlock and the pine 

Grow, grow, with scarce a single vine ; 

The linden and the larch ; 

And now the spruce and branching elm 

And grand old oak for spar or helm — 
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The bark so strong with branches long, 

So loved by childhood and in song — 

So many kinds — this blessed tree — 

To warm the hearth or make stout spoke ; 

And pussy-willow first to bloom, 

Ere e'en the flowers shed perfume — 

To name these trees I scarce have room ; 

But tamarack and fir and spruce 

With all the rest are making truce 

To grow side by side and swell the list, 

This useful, beauteous, wondrous list. 

Sure, sure, sweet angels oft have kissed 

This happy earth to make such grow 

And grant this fair array to show. 

The ground pine, miniature of all, 

In myriad numbers, mid the tall 

And towering, swaying ones, 

Is shipped each fall in many tons 

And sold by boys, two cents a pound 

When roots are taken from the ground. 

But O, the crossed, the three-starred fir ! 

Dear children, why does love within us stir 

On Christmas day? 
I'll tell you, dear ones, precious souls, 
And if the wave of sorrow rolls 

O'er thee, I pray 
Remember God loves all. 
Men and women, children small — 
The fir tree's star is Bethlehem ! 
Its cross is Calvary ! 
The fir grows round Jerusalem, 
Here bears its balm for thee ! 
So love is everywhere. 
So many are these trees in kind 
I scarce can keep- them all in mind, 
But sure, I'll not forget that pine 
So kind, forgiving, when wounds intrude, 
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The sap and pitch from the spruce exude ! 

O, don't you see, my girls and boys, 

How full for you these woods of joys? 

This is the spruce whose waxy g^m 

Makes boys and girls say "Yum, yum, yum!" 

But maple sweet ! Both kinds we meet, 

Oh, how the sap does run ! 

How toothsome is that taffy's mould 

That on the snow grows sweet and cold, 

Such sugar of the sun ! 

But, boys and men, that hickory there 

You know is clothed with strength so rare, 

'Twas this that made the arrow sing 

In days when Indians fought. 

So finely neat with nuts so sweet, 

And even now — unheard the warwhoop's ring- 

For weight and suppleness 'tis sought. 

But O, hurrah ! the snow all gone, 

The summer past, 'tis fall ! 

The autumn leaves are sere and wan — 

But hark! They fall! Again! They call. 

You know, I know, we know. 

The woods, the woods ! We go, we go ! 

'Tis butternutting time; 

Two sisters— twins — the walnut one — 

Here's butter with a rhyme, "See?" 

We'll not forget the basswood tree, 

The Cottonwood, near the stream ; 

The ash adorns the mountain side. 

Its circled pendants, beauty's pride; 

The white, the black, the yellow ; 

The smooth-bark, handsome cherry. 

Whose fruit grows rich and mellow. 

Seems here to reach perfection's art; 

The hackberry and the alder too. 

Men from the south, I'll show to you. 

O, there's the poplar growing fast. 
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Yellow or white and always soft, 

For use and beauty 'twill always last. 

How useful is the white, dense birch ! Not oft 

The iron wood we find. But see ! 

Of all the noble trees that grow 

The Norway proudest crown can show. 

It is the monarch of them all, 

Smooth, straight, and hard and sound and tall! 

His spouse, the white pine, soft and pure. 

With him two centuries may endure, 

To fall at last, cut ruthless down — 

God made them all — man made the town, 

And with these glorious gifts of God 

From lake and air and virgin sod 

He makes the chair to sit upon. 

The bed to rest his soul. 

The pin, the cable neath the sea. 

The car, the wheel, on land to roll. 

The steamship on the ocean free. 

These woods, these lands, a million dreams 

Make real and glad, 
And to many lands in constant streams, 

Men merry, sad. 
Flow joys untold. 
Now, reader, not to tire you. 
This list I'm sure is plain and true. 
Call not the sea, this lake, a waste — 
No life could live, no land could be. 
No rain could form, nor fall in haste. 
Nor grass e'er grow — without the sea. 
I sing not of the varied wealth 
Of beauteous flowers, of soft, moist moss 
In wondrous tints, rich, fragrant stealth 
Perfumes the air. The **dead and down" is never loss. 
For richer springs another growth from burned o'er soil, 
The rare, fine fiber of these woods is seen again 
In second growth and blooms in flower and vine ; 
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Behold arbutus blooming ere the snow is gone ! 

No flower of earth has richer fragrance fine. 

The dandelion, the buttercup, the clover 
And the bee, 

The scarlet hermit in the woods, the lily of the valley fair, 

The daisy and the golden rod, the pale anemone, 

The wild rose blushing 'neath the warm sun's stare. 

The humble pansy, the sweet cowslip, the 
water lily fine, 

The wild sweet pea, the aster blue and now the eglantine, 

The stink-weed's crown of pure white globes, 

These sweetened cedar boughs, these, these. 

Are thine O Lake, O Land, rich, rare as 
Angel robes. 

What ferns, half trailing, branching as they trail. 

Lifting palms of praise, g^een beneath the 
Sun or snow 1 

Come, come, O roam with me, to see alone 
Thou' It know. 
Nature alone is pure. The rocks with iron stained are violated 

not; 
Beauty comes with all such touch and strength thereby begot. 
Where shines the sun more brightly each glad day? 
Where gleam the stars with softer, gentler ray? 
Where sparkle waters and leap and purl and play 
More gleeful, more freeful than here? 
Three, save the sea, the mighty, broad, deep sea. 
Are the divided gifts of God on earth ; 
Behold the billowy plain, boundless and free ; 
Roam thou for aye through unpierced woods whose birth 
All fostering elements repeat till conquering man destroys ; 
The third — No life may reach that Himalaya 

Mountain height. 
But, ah ! here where Superior's depths feed the ozone air 
All three are given the grandest, greatest gifts of Heaven! 
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Hgrtcultutal ptoOucts 

WILD PRODUCTS 
What shall thy future be? As all the earth 

Here grow: 
The apple, plum and currant bright, 
The crimson cherry in the light, 
Both wild and tame of envied faftie ; 
The cranberry filling wide its marsh 
That needs no artificial aid, 
For nature all such marshes made ; 
And gooseberry, too, so stout and harsh ; 
And berries blue in wild wood true 
And berries red in hand-made bed 
Vie with the wild ones black and red, 
More luscious yet to all are fed ; 
And e'en the swarded hidden dell 
Is decked with tiny spheres that glint 
Among their mosses without stint. 
Sweet children's cowslip, loved so well. 
Dear yellow cowslip, where the swell 
Of brooklets in the spring time tell 
That soon will bloom the rare bluebell. 
Old woman's smart-weed, too, I find, 
No fraud is here, the real old kind. 
For there's spice and pepper in this land 
While beauty thrives on every hand 
Here tough and jointless wire grass 
Doth grow and all on earth surpass, 
Countless acres covered o'er. 
Its products sent to every shore. 
Good barks and herbs forevermore 
Such plant-life yields in richest store. 

TAME PRODUCTS 
What lands are robbed of evergreen. 
Here now, sweet vegetables are seen 
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In many parts and more will be. 
For such things grow so rapidly. 
Tomatoes, corn, beans, peas and all 
Are garnered here each bounteous fall. 
The iron makes the soil so sweet 
Their flavored flesh can not be beat. 

CLOVER 

Great clover, rich and fine and tall, 

Four tons a year are thought too small , 

The citron and the melon too, 

All sweet and ripe where sand pines grew. 

Oh ! Here's the soil where grows the vine. 

Great, homely Murphys — potatoes fine; 

Cucumbers rare and never small 

Grow green and great late into the fall. 

The waters of this wondrous lake 

From the cold north winds the frost doth take. 

The sugar beet full forty ton 

This iron soil one acre won. 

(The iron makes things firm and sweet 

Where clay and sand and gravel meet.) 

All, all we need is to learn ''the how'' 

And grateful to old Mother Earth we'll bow. 

And stronger still this old lake's muck 

Where flourish fine all kinds of truck. 

In fact, first prize these products great 

Have won from all Wisconsin state. 

Why not, when soil and air combine. 

With sixteen hours' bright sunshine 

To make each day its wonders show? 

A thousand miles, far north from here. 

On warm Pacific coasts appear 

Full great and varied plants, where snow 

And mountain glaciers chill 

For ever strive in vain to kill 
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The products of the sun and soil. 

Stern nature yet rewards all toil, 

No drought is known, nor streams run dry ; 

The earth, the air, the sun, all vie, 

With Lake Superior to try 

And make a rich, a free supply 

Of scented flowers and shrubs and fruit. 

Behold those branches spreading wide, the same each root. 

Not many years from now we'll see 

The pear, the peach, the mulberry tree. 

Those rugged heights around Duluth 

(I'm giving, reader, Bible truth) 

Will greet the lake's sweet moistened air 

With perfumes rich beyond compare. 

In person and in captive thought 

Your present poet has been brought 

To fairy France and lands afar 

Where languid splendors ever are — 

But here I linger long to view 

A stranger, stronger, ever new, 

Yet olden clime. 

All nature here is run just right; 

No weather man can interfere. 

For copious showers fall at night 

And Lake Superior's magic shore 

Can discount all his weather lore. 

It is the source of wind and rain 

To meet Chinook cross western plain 

And warm, soft breezes from the south 

Where gulf meets Mississippi's mouth. 

SHEEP 

No land like this to breed the sheep. 
The gentle, useful wool -clad sheep. 
They feast in clovered meadows deep " 
Or browse on greenful hillsides steep. 
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All fowls and meek-eyed cattle sleek — 

For these great future I bespeak. 

Too varied are thy products more 

To mention here, O Wonderland. 

They wait, vast heaps, the world's great store, 

No one can tell, none understand — 

These bounteous, peaceful blessings tell 

How thou canst nourish all things well. 

This is no barren, sand-swept waste ; 

Look at the noble, varied growth; 

Behold how sweet, though grown in haste. 

The berries, red and blue and black that, loth 

To quit their wondrous yield, 

Spring from the roadside and line each field. 

The evil eye can evil see, 

And grumblers often emigrate. 

But Lake Superior just suits me. 

All nature here smiles, rules in state. 

All honor to our Union grand. 

All praise to every foreign land, 

But let us ever grateful be 

For joys that crown so close at hand. 

And gifts so varied, rich and free. 

Ctties of tbe Xahe 

PRELUDE 

The poet true e'er views askance 
Nor gives dull city walls a glance ; 
But come with me," kind reader, now 
And thou shalt think as I, I vow. 
For cities here, towns large and small, 
Fair nature here embowereth all. 
Nature's wildness man may tame, 
But nature still remains the same. 
Her face will seem to change its smile, 
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But there is nature all the while. 

Great cities here spring quick and fair 

Where wild birds stir the balsam air 

And still the woodman's saw resounds 

And through the dells the wild deer bounds, 

And mingled with the fierce wolf's howl 

The politician's angry growl, 

The din of town, the children's song, 

The cry of fire, the dinner dong. 

Here every luxury known to man 

Invades the wild, yet nature's plan 

Is violated not. The hand of man can never change 

Superior's depths nor mountain range 

Be more than robbed of untold wealth. 

Cities crowd and crush and kill, but health 

And peace and plenty freely flow 

When to kind "Mother Earth" we go. 

This faint apology I make 

Ere, perforce, I undertake 

To sing of human art. 

ASHLAND 

Love rules the poet's mind and heart. 

Love makes his finest pulses start, 

'Tis love alone will perish not 

When faded every beauty spot. 

And perished, pass this worn, wide world 

With all its grandeurs now unfurled. 

'Twas love that gave this grand display 

And love will take it all away. 

Among these cities of the lake 

Are others greater, grander far — 

But more of love does one awake 

By memories glowing like a star — 

ASHLAND was ray first love, 

Then haste to view dear Ashland fair, 

Well built upon a plain so rare, 
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A plain that casts its blessings o'er 
Chequamegon's weird islands' shore. 
From all the glories of this lake 
Ashland a goodly share may take. 
Historic ground, these isles around 
And beauty everywhere is found. 
The gospel here first dropped good seed — 
La Pointe, the Mission, wild Indian's need- 
Here Whittlesy, sweet Madeline, 
The great Marquette, their work is seen. 
From out the windows of the Hotel Knight, 
So far, so clear, a wondrous sight ! 
Washburn, La Pointe, the gleaming bay. 
Apostle Isles, far, far away. 
Greatest grail of greatest lake. 
From dreams of thee in joy we wake. 
And in reality partake 
Of all thy matchless fame. 
To land we turn where fires burn 
On peaceful, happy hearthstones. 
Full many a thousand happy homes 
Planted on this iron soil. 
In vain no man need here e'er toil. 
Rich, deep and warm the same, 
And all around are suburb towns. 
Some lore-enriched like Bayfield fair, 
Across that bay for beauty famed 
Where Washburn slopes on hillside there. 
Guarded by isles Marquette has named. 
These with Red Cliff and many more. 
Far-famed in richest Indian lore. 
And quaint Odanah, Indian's home, 
Where fleets the deer and ever whence 
Will ne'er again the Red Man roam, 
The peaceful Chippeway. 
These swell sweet fancy's long-sung song 
Where legended memories ever throng, 
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And rivers flow with currents free 

And wild birds carol to the sea, 

While children, flowers, melody, 

Halo the summer' day. 

Here present products help to swell 

World's truthful treasures of which I sing 

And homage glad to Ashland bring. 

Like human bees in many a hive 

Here thought and labor ever strive 

Some added blessing to contrive. 

Its people kind were ne'er appalled 

When fire fierce and hungry called 

To snatch great stores of useful pine 

And sink the products of the mine 

Beneath the waters of the bay. 

And more bitter yet to take the stay, 

The loved of home in death away. 

Where once not three decades ago 

Stood mighty pines, there now they show 

A city fair to look upon. But lo ! 

Those flaming blasts that Heavenward rise. 

Like mammoth incense night and day ! 

They are the furnaces of steel, 

Altars of ore-earth whence alway 

Offerings burnt so blessed black 

They turn perforce again to white. And weal of man 

The wide world round 

Is wrought from furnace and smokestack. 

For 'tis the iron age; and e'en the smoke 

Is utilized to acids, gas and alcohol. 

These blasts (and saw-mills scarcely told) 

And trees to paper made and sold 

To bear the news from press and pen — 

(If trees were gone, what then, what then?) 

O wondrous thought! O wondrous sight! 

Ambition's mind brings things to light; 

Unlimited the press in might! 
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From hemlock, spruce and poplar white 

The printed page is made. 

And again beneath some neighboring shade 

That pulp returned, forgotten quite, 

Is held a book, a printed page, a city's wail, 

A song of joy, a startling tale, 

By thpse same hands that wrought those trees 

And made them bear some thoughts to please 

A million readers those towering towns 

Supply and give the news its rounds ! 

Four acres, hemlock, poplar, spruce, 

A daily issue, make a truce 

With paper, pen and brainy men 

To fill the world with news. 

All this is done within a week ! 

And none too much four acres give. 

Good men and women light diffuse 

And ever better methods seek, 

With scarce the pay to let them live. 

O Ashland, dear, what griefs, what cheer, 

Hast thou with all mankind ! 

But render thou sweet homage now 

To all that here we find toiling for God. 

Blest are thy plains, that gleaming bay ! 

Thrice blest thy noble minds and hearts — 

By climate glorious health imparts; 

By soil so rich the poet's lay 

Has not forgot. 
Thrice blest again in emerald woods. 
In ore, rich stored, Gogebic's caves 
Shall yield while yet Superior laves 
These God -blest shores and nature's goods 
Spring from thy sod. 
Volcanic earth is worn to soil. 

The aged forests bow, they burn, and sweltering toil 
Bring blessings from them now. 
The first great lake God made to be, 
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Superlative o'er all, 

The first of land above the Sea, — 

They both are here, nor small. 

Why call this "Ashland"? Why the name? 

None fitter could men find. 

What gives this clime, this soil such fame? 

'Tis this: Iron, ashes, clay combined 

With sand and muck, unlike yet same. 

And moisture without stint. 

What lands are robbed of evergreen, 

There now sweet vegetables are seen 

And more will be. 

Ashland shall claim by rail and sea 

These products rare in commerce free. 

As in the past this ore and pine 

Has made a rich, a rare combine. 

So shall her future still be blest 

By growing fields in beauty drest 

And sunlit fruits and bounteous grain. 

All vegetables so sweet and rare 

And clover to make all creatures stare 

Shall fill thy lake-fed, well-drained plain. 

No single port in all the past 

Has shipped such wealth of useful ore. 

Such pine within twelve months 

Ashland to all is the open door. 

Great is thy past, though brief ; 

The Pine Tree was thy scepter, 

Large and beauteous in swaying strength. 

Thy future is the Sheaf, 

Gilded with golden dress, drawn 

From the treasures of the constant air 

And bound by wreaths of clover rare. 

Here fragrant flowers vie untaught 

And shame the olden lawns to naught. 

Here roots and tubers grow galore. 

Into thy lap these all must pour. 
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Again thy deep, enduring mines! The shafted Steely 

Where'er on earth shall roll the wheel 

Or fly the cogged or belted pinion, 

Forever shall thy emblem be ! 

Hail to the wreaths thy future wins ! 

May honor, grace and gloried goodness 

Claim thy red-cheeked girls and boys 

Whose homes and schools give sweetness, 

Knowledge blest, with youthful joys. 

Dishonor not these gifts nor prostitute 

Thy wealth to oppression's blighting thrall. 

Claim, claim, and hold the heritage 

Of education's power in all thy common schools. 

But not for show, nor selfish gain or vanity. 

These are thy poet's prayers 

Rising ever from a soul sincere to God, 

Who hears and heeds the wails 

And songs of tender childhood. 

Who would be strong, like this great lake 

Must child-like be. God bless the gentle little ones. 

The care and hope of all the land, 

I live for God and them. 

O, come ye all and live with me, 

And come, ye hard and thoughtless men and keep me company. 

Adieu, dear Ashland, for awhile. 

May sunshine ever on thee smile ! 

Let heart and hand and sun-kissed soil 

Bless the wide earth, reward thy toil 

Forever more ! 

MARQUETTE 

Again, Marquette! Proud crescent queen! 

None picturesque like thee ! 

Iron-crowned, thou, too, reignest the present past between, 

Framing in beauty of templed hills, rich stored. 

And pinnacled castles sunk beneath the wave, 

Yet holding to the light like thee 
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Their foundation-buried, yet firm, uncovered spires, 

Pointing Heavenward where shine brave souls 

Like His whose blessed memory wreathes this realm, 

His the memory of a sage, a priest, a man complete 

As in thy beauty. 

Good father, friend, to red and while, was he, O Queen! 

Thy well-earned name, O city, thy storied fame, O land ! 

These thou wilt treasure down through all the halls of time. 

Increased by sacred memory of Marquette, the man, 

Even as thou, O city, reigning in circling beauty of thy hills. 

As thou, O land, feeding the continental life. 

In turn increaseth him in memory. 

His name held dear, we love thee for thyself, O beauteous town, 

Quite as men did him whose name gives light to history's page. 

God save the souls forgotten years have toiled within thy mines; 

God save the souls if soiled by greed. 

The souls of those made rich and strong 

By gifts and labors turned to wrong. 

These jeweled blessings of the mine 

For good of all, O man, are thine. 

Marquette, farewell! Another summer's breeze 

Shall cast our happy lot with thee. 

The gentle, kindly spirit of the patriot French 

Once hewed the way and blazed the trail. 

Both leading now to greater triumphs yet. 

Blessed ever and forever be the bonny eyes so brown 

Of all thy red-cheeked children, boys and girls are they 

Whose merry-flowing love thy present rough and rugged poet 

craves 
And oft receives in answer to his own. 
Soft and sweet the fragrant echoes of thy hills, 
So soft and gently sweet becomes my rough, unfragrant soul 
When trusting, loving hearts of girls and boys 
Shine through those reading eyes so pure yet pleading. 
Strong yet firmly yielding windows of the soul. 
Eyes that shame the gates of morn, pouring light 
That startles back that morn's reflection! 
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Who would harm thy fame, Marquette, 

Or crush the gentle soul of childhood, 

Deserves the deepest depths of all forgotten wrong 

Buried in eternal shame and death. 

Again, Marquette, farewell, farewell, 

Till treasured thought shall unhid swell 

Within this breast again and bring me back to thee. 

PORT ARTHUR 

But stay! Avast! We'll not forget that royal port, O lake! 

Across thy far and liquid plain. 

Here buttressed lies another shore, 

Here shakes the British lion's mane. 

And reaching crest of Arctic Zone, 

Thy magic spell, and thine alone, 

Has spread another land and clime, 

Vast, varied, wooded well, sublime I 

A regal, royal port thou art. 

At once thee charmed, entranced my heart. 

Yet as old Britain o'er the sea 

Is father, guardian unto thee. 

And as my native or adopted land, 

Helps me a patriot to stand, 

So thou a stranger seem at times. 

But still, where'er this great lake's tide 

Flows free around from side to side, 

Here common ties bend toward one end ; 

And as these waters mingle free, so friend with friend. 

Who reared those walls that guard thy main? 

Their like we'll search afar in vain. 

The elk, the caribou and moose 

Here roam at will, true freedom find; 

Here nests wild pigeon, wilder goose. 

In wild and weird and wooded depths. 

Their realm is boundless, nor can you bind 

The fleeing feet of all their kind. 
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Four thousand miles from Labrador, 

Four thousand miles Alaska lies: 

Within these bounds and Hudson's Bay 

A mighty clime exists: 

Port Arthur's lake will reach with iron arms some day, 

And draw the tributes of this mighty, magic realm 

Across its water's breast. 

And down the generous Soo will go 

The robes, the ores, the woods, the blessings of a world! 

I long to see thee soon again ! 

Thou royal, loyal port, adieu, adieu! 

SUPERIOR 

Duluth — Superior! Lake crowned by two! 

Superior City! What of you? 

Great plain of homes, yea, favored homes, 

Where yet the wild deer fearless roams. 

Though half a hundred thousand humans dwell 

And bustling traffic cause to swell 

The chorus of a world of trade. 

Minnesota Point now points to thee 

From the deep soundings of thy Inland Sea, 

(There are reefs of coral an insect reared, 

Such reefs have soil where now there be 

Plants and beings, but ere they neared 

The air where sun- warmed riffles lave. 

That insect found that self-made wall its grave, 

But here two reefs in this Inland Sea 

Long eras gone were formed from oflf the land, 

From soil St. Louis glacier gave.) 

Now habitations stand 

Beyond an inner harbor grand 

Where once Superior's waters wiM 

Flooded all thy fertile plain. 

Now behold how long, how broad 

This city's site —Superior! 



66 Lake Superior 



In thee, in thee, 
On land, on sea. 

Leviathans, grain-stored, thy people build. 
World-famed. On land, some hundred feet 
Their heights ; on sea, huge iron whales 
Their backs upraise, filled o'er five thousand tons 
With ore of steel and steel of ore 
From mines whence they, themselves, were mined. 
Such sights no other land nor sea e'er bore ! 
Such bulk in vain to search the wide world o'er. 
Behold this wheat, the stafif the world leans on ! 
I mention not the many world-wide boons 
Superior can produce from shop and soil. 
But wheat, man's bread, was never stored, nor shipped. 
Before in huger hoards. Here stands the Elevator King ! 
Great Northern, greatest of many great ! 
Its like was never known before ! 
Here lie and load the peaceful men-of-war, 
Storing to take abroad the life-gift. 
Driving hunger from earth's bounds. 
Sealed and full-throated fed. 
Erstwhile they will have gladly sped 
On earth's remotest rounds- 
World messengers of strength and bread, 
Fleets of sail and iron arks ; 
Plentied peace their mission marks. 
Grant, O God, that peace may reign 
Nor turn to war these gifts again ! 
Here built, hence sent, thy land and shore 
Are covered by such shipyards o'er; 
They form a panoramic view. 
Great, unrivaled, strange and new ! 

Where grow, whence come these blessed foods and grains? 
They come from Manitoba's sun-frost plains, 
And North Dakota's wondrous wains, 
And Minnesota, as in the past. 
Will ever help these gifts to last ; 
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Yea, China's plains and Japan's isles 

Are wreathed for thee in amorous smiles, 

And our own Alaska (the world's spare room). 

Whose water beds are made of gold, 

And iron, copper, coal, unfold, 

Whose half has never yet been told— 

These all, and more than more to be 

Coming to pour from sea to sea 

And back again by way of thee — 

These all will swell thy greatness. 

Vast western wilds are yet to bloom, 

These, too, are destined soon to boom 

The traffic passing through thy door 

And greeting thine own transcendent shore. 

Too varied are thy products more 

To mention here, O wonderland ! 

They wait, vast heaps, the world's great store ! 

None can tell nor understand ; 

The very men who thus are called 

Before their task stand well appalled. 

Superior, Old, and South, and West, 

We wish thee all that's kind and best. 

The past has all thy future blest. 

Hold well thy trust. 

Duluth — Superior! Hail, hail to thee! 

Iron — wood — world's waterway — 

These are thy magic three ! 

DULUTH 

Make ready there! Make fast, make fast! 
For here's Duluth, Duluth at last ! 
Superior's crown and crowning king! 
Star of the north, transcendent star ! 
Bright beacon to the world of trade ! 
O guide, O king, O glorious star ! 
Great is my theme; afar, afar, 
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Has spread the glamour of thy name. 
Superior is too weak a word 
To designate such power ; 
Superlative art thou in lake, in deed, in fame ! 
O beauteous bow bent bold and strong 
(Three times ten miles this city long). 
Broken now for peaceful traflSc 
Is this canal-cut cord stern nature made 
When snapped the glacial iceberg's drift, 
This unique Minnesota point to form. 
What has thy fortune made 

And built thy commerce and thy education's walls? 
Not alone the splendor of thy wealth, 
Not this combined with rugged health 
Of all thy minds and fair physiques- 
No, Soul is the inwardness that seeks 
To build thy destiny grand, complete ; 
Thy men are men with God-committed sense replete 
Here every rock bears glacial centuries* stamp 
And millions yet unborn shall read the word — 
For this the signet, uneffaced, illimitable — 

Success ! 
So marked each brow held proudly up 
Towards the hills where yet shall be 
A thousand dwellings where now there's one. 
And lines of nature or of state should not divide 
Nor mark the clashing of a useless, selfish strife. 
Thus shines ambition's eyes, with clear and generous thought 

aglow. 
My song, O lake, quadrupled hundreds miles in length, 
Would not be sung, would have no strength. 
Did not man's glory find in thee, 
Thy granite hills, thy ready port. 
(So strangely, strongly given) 
A home, a grand and welcome haven. 
A million stars twinkle gratitude in light 
Where homes adorn thy ruling light. 
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And when in Heaven appear at night 

Those shining orbs above thee, 

Thy million lights cast o'er the wave 

And lift to Heaven a beauteous greeting. 

These million, brilliant arcs and windows 

Are but borrowed shades and scintillations 

Of our great sun and lesser orbs of Heaven. 

They are vast but cold and distant — 

Thine are symbols of their light with soul-light added, 

Though eternal art thou in this alone. 

Great are thy foundations built by ages, 

Granite-grown through millioned pages, 

Bearing stamp almost eternal ; 

So also great thy hand-erected temples. 

Commerce given, education-welded, vernal, 

Strong in youth. Heaven guard them. 

Ne'er be barred them, 

'Gainst sweet truth! 

Here these monuments, too, of trade 

Vie o'er marts more slowly made, 

Duluth, Duluth! Proud commerce king! 

Thy peaned praises loud we sing ! 

I'll pass thy imperfections by. 

So small they are, we'll let them lie. 

Not just alone the length of lake. 

Blessing thee, that thou hast crowned. 

But sound to earth's remotest bound 

That here thou rulest on a throne 

Made fast and vast of granite stone. 

Moulded in the fires of hell. 

Smoothed by glacial, ice-age spell. 

Thou dost not own thyself, Duluth. 

Rejoice in this. 

The world knows, 

And far Northwest and China's plains 

And New Alaska's golden veins — 

All these and more, like avalanche's snows. 
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Shall crowd thy sheltered bays 

With amorous foods, and iron ways 

Bring golden strength to thee. 

Vast palisades of glorious pines 

The waiting years have grown for thee. 

And shining steel now crowns thy brow, 

Giving sinew to the flesh that clothes thee. 

*Tis delved from many a hillside now, 

A billion farms are thine strewn afar 

Like thy unsanded boulders thrown southwest, 

Tom from these ancient cliffs, thy breast, 

And marking thy nature's signet far and wide. 

But other climes pour tribute to thy pride 

And many tracks of shining steel 

Bear speeding loads, all for thy weal. 

And thy weal is the weal of a planet's need. 

Forget not thou art not thine own. Succeed, 

But tremble for thyself in victory's hour; 

Tis not the damasked, gilded rich man's bower 

That yields the passport of his soul; 

More angels wait in humble dower 

Where lie the poor, God's toiling ones 

Whose chafed and hardened hands 

Have built these walls and tilled these lands. 

More angels wait to carry them to rest above. 

Give, give, O rich. Thy wealth, come a day, 

'Twill perish as a dream. 

Give, gain, by this their love and His. 

To a sinewed hand I liken thee. 

Strong, spread three decems miles in length. 

Produce comes from woods and prairies free. 

Thy full-palmed hand, thy arm are strength. 

Each branching, reaching finger 

Leaves mark that thou hast made 

On other cities where 'twill linger 

Long as thy firm base, rock-laid. 

Supporting all these commerced monuments. 



Lake Superior 73 



Where will ever rise the fragrance of thy trade, 

Gain for gain but not for pelf. 

Remember not thy greatness save as a gift in trust 

Share, as now, advantage with the peaceful poor. 

Preserve thy present sweetness, be great and just. 

True wealth and greatness come alone this way. 

May all thj?^ future be the grander crowning of to-day, 

Castes are not of God. 

We now and ever must give II im all praise. 

What again is thy commission, moving not from this firm 

base? 
What the gloried grandeur of this new-coined phase of human 

race? 
Prophet I am not, but God has spoken. 
In man, in physic world, unbroken 
Every law is crowned a token 
By such endorsed success as thine, Duluth. 
So sounds the sturdy march of all thy people 
Upon these granite hills. 
These with thy strong and ready port. 
So strangely given. 

Grant to all a meed of happiness, a home, a haven. 
When shines the stars upon thy hills 
Thou twinkle back a million lights. 
Casting benedictions o'er the wave, 
Imparadising all the nights. 
Thou crownest each longer-lingering summei day 
With wondrous joy. Have I, a stranger-pilgrim, found 
Amid the hills of God a home alway? Maybe. 
But more eternal are the soul-lights of thy people. 
Firm are thy foundations, firm and old as age; 
So also firm and great thy hand-erected temples. 
Strong thy schools, peerless in youth 1 
Vernal be thy inter-commerce honor ! 
What the gloried grandeur of this new-coined phase of human 

race? 
Thou art the head of lakes indeed, but thou art more ; 
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Doth any lake surpass thine own in all the world? 

Then sequence says on brightest banner yet unfurled 

That thou art head of all the world. 

Yea, as these waters feed the sea 

So shall each land, each state, to thee 

Yield tribute, pure and just and free. 

Generous was the hand that sank the pillars of thy deep 

And spread its fountain flood afar; 

Generous, kind and wise His plan for thee. 

And matchless is such sweep 

Of pine-clad, ore-ribbed, rock-laid land — 

So are the ones who lit this bright north star, 

Duluth, shining, lambent-lighted, strong, steady. 

Pure, from the world-zoning zenith of her power. 

God keep thee! Make the future of thy boys and girls. 

Reared from the loins of happy homes, 'mid beauteous parks, 

With leaping sheen of cold and living waters' streams. 

Making real thy many thousands tourists' dreams. 

Children born of cherished energetic toil, 

Be them made resplendent in their future 

Which is thine following all thy works to-day, 

Resplendent with a wise, unselfish aim. 

These unmatched, education's temples 

Hold the children of thy heritage and power. 

Lads and lassies fair to look upon. 

Thy present, rough and rugged poet 

Loves in many, sorrow-stricken truth and purity 

These sweet-faced little ones who soften down 

Within his soul self-seeking rage 'gainst wrong. 

The world knows. Thou dost not own thyself, Duluth. 

The great Northwest, far China's plains, these and more 

Shall crowd thy sheltered bays with foods. 

And iron ways bring multi-power to scatter blessings far 

By fleets grain and ore-stored. Thy fragrant pines — 

Superior's flood shall carry all to all the world. 

Here meet well-balanced brain and brawn. 

Awake ye dreamers! Here bursts the golden dawn 
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Upon the earth. Here springs the gloried grandeur of a 

human race, 
New, fresh and strong, the problems of a world to face. 
Resplendent then thy coming record ! Bequeath this legacy 
To the future, to the children soon to follow in the ranks, 
Bequeath to them, strong, unstained and pure. 
And then, maybe the Naples of the Occident 
Shall reign for aye in all the beauty of her templed hills. 
Adieu, Duluth! I love thee with a love born of respect, 
For thou hast kind respect and thought and care 
First showing to all strangers* good. 
Eternal be the beauty over all of faithful souls 
As is not this passing lovely spot where rolls 
Such unique, mighty range of useful hills, 
While plenteous peace the sweet, entrancing region fills 
And flows the fountain head of Lake Superlative, 
Blessing a world. 

THE SOO 

Farewell, farewell, another distant voice I hear; 

From east and south it comes with cheer, 

Across the heaving bosom of the lake. 

Near forty decerns as bird would take — 

"The Soo, The Soo, the Sault Marie!" 

Here glory pales ! Here beauty ends ! 

And all of tales IJhat language lends, 

And all canals untold and told 

That commerced time can yet unfold, 

And much of lovely landscape's fame, 

And e'en the poet's art and name 

Seem poor and faint and pale and tame 

Compared to thee. 

All these fail and ever will 

(As fancy fails to conjure still 

In full the memoried image bright 

Of each range of myriad sloping vale 

And gently rising, fir-clad hill) 
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All fail to show such rare combine 

Of sea and land and wood and mine. 

Rushing, eddying streams abound 

Where plentied peace is ever found 

And mystic silence brooding thrall 

Sheds glorious glamour over all. 

From man's crowning works, canals so great, 

Where a million streams of commerce flow; 

From thy head and sides, O lake, they go ; 

O'er all canals thy record stands. 

From these we turn to the works they crown. 

These woods and waters are nature's state, 

Ensconced in them is each bright town, 

St. John is the brother. 

His sister the other, 

Marie, sweet Marie is her name. 

Here gazed the energetic French 

Three hundred years ago. 

To them belong enduring fame. 

Now kindred ties and nation's weal 

With Irish, English, remain the same. 

Where thou and thy poet are longing to be, 

Now, now, will we turn to the waters so free, 

And the broad, bounding river, Marie, dear Marie! 

No arm can hold the blade to mount 

The seething torrent of thy flooded rocks. ^ 

Marie ! Marie ! More fitting torrent flood 

Than thine flows not to free 

Such grand and only king of widened waters wild ! 

The shocks of earthquake sunk thy deep, deep bed, O Lake, 

And heaved the rocky bottom of thy Sault Marie. 

No cold and wearing glacier ever traced 

Its centuries* lines along thy shores. 

God chose a finer, swifter way 

Amid the seething-caldron -chaos of creation 

(Seeming chaos) to give thee birth and being ; 

It was the moments' force of fierce and fiery fury 
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Rolling ever the mighty billioned bowels of the earth, 
(And all its hidden crust shall shake again). 

Soo Marie, thou art the mighty way, the open door ! 
That feeds the nationed world each day. 

And now thy sweeping swirl shall roll 
Through tunneled mysteries beneath thy shore 
To draw electric power from the soul 
Of air, yielding to manufacture's inventive sway. 

1 love thee, sweet Marie, Marie ! 

I love to longer linger thy charms to feel 
And parting gives sweet pain to me. 
Duluth, thy king, may never wedded be 
To such as thee, to such as thee. 
When greeting from far south I bring 
And come again thy praise to sing 
And mount by thee again to view 
This old Superior, ever new — 
Then, then, I'll ever find thee true; 
And Heaven bids me here abide, 
Where welcome pure doth e'er betide 
To bind my soul to thy dear side. 
Far, far, this magic realm enchants 
The past, the now to come, enhance. 
And all of life for aye entrance. 
Pour, pour, O waters weird and wild, 
Pour blessings from each far-off bay. 
From field and flood, pine -palisades, 
High-reared and ranked in grand array 
Where rivers flow beneath their shade. 
Farewell awhile, my own Marie ! 
I'll pray and long and wait for thee. 
Farewell ! 

HOUGHTON AND HANCOCK 

Cities and homes are but man's sign 
Where himself can clothe and sleep and dine. 
Their grandeur comes from Mother Earth, 
Who gave all men and things their birth. 
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And grand some are and hence we hie 

To where two others strangely lie. 

Though true to thought of other towns, 

Duluth the crown of commerce crowns, 

We'll stay, we'll stay upon the way, 

Nor hasten on for many a day. 

But view the wonders of these rounds. 

Sequestered here in hidden vale, 

These towns reveal a charming tale. 

They do not lie, they do not stand, 

They cling, for there is naught of level land. 

To strange canals we'll sail away. 

Land-locked with Linden's two canals 

Are Hancock, Houghton, Dollar Bay. 

Here 'cross one promontory free. 

Extending far into the sea — 

('Tis Keweenaw, soft Indian name. 

That gave this copper world-wide fame) 

Here nature sank a furrow deep 

And left rich hillsides fine and steep. 

These waters strange are deep, not wide, 

And copper's tinge* has stained their pride. 

(Did copper make poor Indian brown. 

As copper made this double town?) 

Here lovers toss a noonday kiss 

Across this nature's kind abyss. 

And when its silent tide congeals 

Across the ice not far he steals. 

Why can't the boys with bat and ball 

Play o'er such chasm, long, deep, but small? 

And surely friend with friend here lives, 

Where contact close sweet nature gives. 

These do not stand, but safely cling, 

Like mighty stones in giant's sling. 

To each hillside 

Where'er betide. 

This unique pride. 
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And here's that school, the school of mines, 
Amid these wondrous mines and pines — 
A school that teaches many a thing, 
While widening blessings from it spring 

Benign, worldwide! 
Here rolls brown copper's tidal wave 
Adown those slopes from Calumet — 
Electric wizard's worldwide slave. 
Who sees this hidden world unique 
Another such will vainly seek. 
Rich, soundless mines miles, miles extend 
And 'neath the lake they fail to end. 
And when we think 'twill ever last. 
And scan the wonders of its past, 
The human mind that skillful weaves 
These brown and ductile copper threads 
Wherever thoughtful action spreads. 
We wonder well and stand aghast ! 
Who can set its uses* bounds 
Or limit all its future's rounds? 
As once it crowned the savage brow 
So now it guides electric motions. 
Climbs all earth's heights and 'neath earth's oceans. 
Transmits the tones of social man. 
Heaven itself shall social be. 
From hermits, wanderings, envyings free ; 
So all large towns might dwell in peace 
If selfish sin should therein cease. 
Electric messages transfuse 
Through all the world the thoughts, the news. 
Of all mankind. 
Star electric speaks to star 
And tells what man has done. 
Uncounted blessings clap their hands 
O'er every land and sea. Commands. 
Rewards, all things are won 
By current-bearing wire. 
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steed unseen, but never tire 

Do such myriad limbs. 

Here street cars climb so high the air, 

I wonder timid mortals dare 

To mount so fast and linger there. 

But thankful here who rides, you see. 

Should every favored tourist be 

To find at last street cars and town 

That lift you up, not grind you down. 

In splendid beauty hilltops are dressed ; 

Happy, favored homes abound 

And platted farms adorn each crest 

Where peaceful, toiling souls are found. 

The sweetly scented soil transmits its sweetness to the summer 

air. 
In turn the unseen ether glad resounds 
While plumaged birds their praise declare. 
The wilderness gives down the fragrant lore 
Of ancient days, and now above rich copper's store 
Contented dwells the husbander in vigorous ease. 
And deepening mines and glowing earth unite to please. 
While sunny skies and unmatched spread of lake 
Make all things and life their glowing breath partake. 
And laboring thought and hand reward to give. 
And tales are told of all the past where children live 
By happy hearth now won from conquered wilderness 
By sanctioned labor's eagerness. 
Thy hillsides' greenness, thy toiling ones, above, beneath the 

ground, 
We bid adieu to roam again Superior's round. 
Adieu, adieu, dear towns, to you, 
These sister towns are good and rare, 
I will not find their like elsewhere. 

But of beauteous towns of humble fame 
Much space 'twould need to simply name- 
Two Harbors, Munising and all. 



Lake Superior 85 

With Grand Marais and others small, 

And Ontanogan far away, 

Past many a distant, lonely bay. 

In splendid beauty, usefulness, 

All claim a share and find redress, 

For nature shorn to some extent 

By man's ambition, stern, well-meant. 

Here nature, though ten-million souls 

Encamp her borders, yet she rolls 

The perfume of her mighty clime 

And scatters blessings everywhere ; 

And yet the wild moose and the deer 

May roam at will and even dare 

To venture to the barnyard near. 

Here's Allowez of growing fame, 

Adorning shore and iron's name; 

And Lake Nebagamon near by, 

A three -armed beauty spot to Ife 

Amid her lofty pines. 

Faint the words at my command 

To picture lake or paint this land. 

Nor ever can full praises sound 

Deserving peans where surround 

Ten thousand beauteous lakes and towns, 

Smiling amid these happy rounds. 

people ot Xahe Superior 

From mansions and from humble homes 
Where burns the happy flame of love and peace, 
Thy people, favored land, have come 
To build anew where fresh and strong 
Shall bum new flames to warm and brighten 
The conquered wilderness. 
From sinewed stock of every land and state 
Thy people, favored land, have come, had birth. 
The strongest bird leaves first the nest ; 
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And so surpasses all the rest 

And builds a new-made home 

Within the wilderness, 

The best because of honest toil and worth 

That dares the wooded wild — ambition noble, great; 

In self, O land, O lake, in men a happy fate. 

Still doth the coy and silent Indian maid 

Dream of her lover mate ; 

Still doth the white beneath the pine tree's shade 

Tincture the blood, the simple soul, the trade, 

Of peaceful Chippeway, 

And he in turn the white 

Esau and Jacob still contend 

And yet their peaceful fortunes blend. 

Witness the high ambition's power 

Found in these common schools. 

Here marked with joy the children's hour 

And universal culture rules. 

The poet speaks not of degrading sin 

(Some forms gain even here). 

Bright is my song, for grace can win, 

I'd fill each life with cheer. 

But let these schools e'er common be. 

From fashion, wealth and sect e'er free. 

Strong and clear is the winsome light 

Of the eyes of dear girls and boys. 

Such ozoned air and sunshine bright 

Blend health with childhood's joys. 

Such strong physique, that ruddy cheek. 

These graceful, lithesome forms, 

This sturdy growth in every youth 

From water, sun and snowy storms 

Are made in very truth. 

Who can but sing of these loving hearts? 

Of Scandia's golden hair? 

Of kind Irish souls whose love imparts 

From face without compare? 
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So quickly kind is the bonny brown 

Of the charming French girl's eyes ! 

We find them here in every town, 

A loving, sweet surprise. 

The sturdy, standard German blood; 

The English; Scotch; and Dutch; 

The Hebrew, kindly thoughtful too, — 

Here mingle free all such. 

I see the yellow Chinaman ; 

The noble colored man ; the Finn ; the Pole. 

I pray all caste and clan this generous clime 

Forever may undo, 

And to common good all men be true. 

How generous is each God-made gift, 

These waters, pines and hills that lift 

Their green-clad heights in praise ! 

So may we mortals ever be 

Our fellow man to raise. 

Peace be with thee as in the past 

Since pale-face came his lot to cast 

And intertwine 

By bounding waters, on bounteous plains. 

With generous Chippeways whose veins 

Have ever flowed in feelings kind 

Since white man came his realm to find. 

Peaceful plenty be thy name. 

May thy sons and daughters leave to fame 

All of virtue, naught of shame ! 

Love guard thy lake, O glorious land ! 

May all thy sons and daughters stand 

To-day and evermore for right. 

For truth and love — a nation's might! 

O rule for aye, blest heart and brawn and brain 

All other states and lands contain. 

Welcome, ten million more I 
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With gratitude to God, our Father, over all whose smile 

Hath leased these rich-en dowered shores to you and me awhile, 

I raise mine eyes, then let them feast again afar and near 

Where soft and tenored woodlands, rich and clear, 

Chant the echoes of their lake's tremendous bass the whole glad 

year. 
As first I honored self and thee, O lake. 
Here last apostrophe to thee I make. 
Thy winter's white, thy never-dying green. 
Beneath thy summer's ozone glow. 
Thy stones, flinted by a cycled round 
(Man's presuming gaze has sought to sound) 
And flung by icy breath far south 
(Thus rounded like the dome 
Whose elements them made) 

These granite and these pictured layers, aught we know, 
Afar in the misty realms of the eternal past. 
Were placed by angel fingers where they lie. 
Arbutus richly scented from thy sweetened soil 
Springs into bloom e'en ere the snow is gone. 
Trailing ferns in deep, moist wood 
Are green the winter through and clover never dies. 
Nor do thy song birds fail in richest, clearest notes 
To cheer these wooded dells and teach the 
Green-clad warblers of the pool 
To warble while their tutors sleep. 
Scarce can such air be found. 
Pellucid, poised and sweet. 
To bear the music of thy cheerful clime 
And paint the glowing, crimson -pointed moss. 
I love the golden goldenrod, with its tassel and its plume ; 
I love the earlier flowers too, now faded like a dream ; 
Anemone and pansy, arbutus first to bloom. 
E'en before the snow is gone, arbutus like a queen 
Prepares her fragrant way in many a cozy nook. 
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And soon the yellow cowslip comes by every purling brook. 

But to me there's one of all the woods the glory and the pride, 

Known and sought in boyhood's days, 

'Mid deep and dark and wooded ways; 

A rare, a brilliant, nameless flower that ever stands alone, 

The scarlet hermit of the woods. But to every child is known 

Another flower in meadow found; the tiger lily hangs its bell 

Of white and gold and brown 

In gorgeous stripes from stately stalk. No artist of the town 

Can paint a single flower like a thousand more I'd name. 

And haughty kings in brilliant hues might hide their robes in 

shame. 
Thy countless, nature's wealths — I tire to go me further. 
These all are thine alone. The world will own 
Their monstrous state and quality unknown elsewhere. 
I love this land, thy lake, proud, peerless, grand ! 
'Tis enough, thou art a fountain ever full, yet ever flowing. 
Leave me thou canst never while I near thee stay, 
For the world and I would follow if space could find 
Such room for thee to stray. 
Yes, here I thought at first as now to dwell 
And only Heaven, nor power of earth or hell, 
Can part thy soul and mine. 
O thou wert old. thy mountains gray 
When other lakes were young and vain, 
Thy children given down. 
Men come and go, they pass away — 
To honor time ikou canst not deign. 
O lake superb, great, grand, divine, 
Storm, storm, shine, shine! 
O glorious lake, O wondrous word, 
* 'Superlative" thy name. 
At thought of thee my soul is stirred 
And time adds luster to thy fame. 

Though lake thou art whose bosom need be deep but cold, 
Thy name makes all my pulses start ; 
My heart is in thee rolled. 
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For thy face is warm and bright and clear. 

I know its charm, my soul draws near, 

Nor distance makes thy memory wane 

Nor breaks the cord of love in twain. 

Long ages past men praised and sang of thee as now. 

Glories of all time, in peace or war, on land or main, 

The wealth of Indus* fame, all gems on kingly brow, 

All pale to trodden dust at thought of thee in regal realm divine. 

God's belled and cymbaled basso, thou. 

Strong, stern, yet mellowed like all Neptune's urns. 

Pealing world-resounding chords on earth's 

Time-tuned, steel-and-stone covered bowels. 

O mountains mine, O lake sublime' 

So gladly stay with thee and these I must. 

For lo" behold ! For the world and me in trust. 

There high in Heaven angels hold 

Reflected image, clear and bold, 

Of that one spot on old earth's crust, 

Superlative o'er all. 
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a Summer Song 

The mower swings the ready scythe or sits the reaper's seat 
While lingers yet the dew of mom until the eve we greet. 
How sweet the smell of new-mown hay, a boon the yellow grain ; 
O fair and fresh upon the hills the soft breeze blows again ; 
The sun-lit vale has lost the mist that fell when night was still ; 
The early song bird lingers yet to give one farewell trill. 

fair the hills and fair the vale, the breeze, the glad, bright morn. 
The songster's lay in bosky dale, the rose in Heaven bom. 

1 see the hand of nature's God, I feel His spirit move; 

The flowing stream, these beauties all, are tokens of His love. 
And now behold in splendor rise the noonday's warming tide ; 
The laborer rests beneath the shade, his well-earned feast beside. 
But lo ! his task but half complete, the close of day draws near. 
He thinks what bounteous store is his, laid up for winter's"cheer. 
The summer bloom is drooping now beneath the sun's steel heat - 
But look ! the harvest apples glow, full ripe for children's treat. 
But sweeter, dearer, far than all comes stealing on the eve. 
Now elm and oak and poplar tall in shadow magic weave. 
Now rest indeed is sweetly earned, the air the pulses cool ; 
Dear children romp and play at will, the fish leap from the pool. 
And roundabout on treetop tall and distant hills away 
The sun has kissed good night's farewell while slowly fades the 

day. 
Play on, O happy children, play with laugh and romp and shout; 
Rest on, O toilers from the fields, while the last red rays fade out, 
Fade in the west to shine again when dawn once more appears. 
And thus shall He who ruleth all bless all our days and years. 
The farmer's life is ever glad, though full of toil and care; 

95 
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The earth brings forth from year to year for all mankind their 

share. 
None better than a farmer's life ; on him we all depend. 
This ''Mother Earth" is after all our best and greatest friend. 
Then honor them, our farmers all, they're peaceful men and true ; 
Their wives deserve no end of praise, behold what tasks they do ! 
We see the golden gleam of wealth, the city we admire, 
But best of all I love that life that's nobler, freer, higher. 
The life of him who Monarch is, though small his titles are. 
A country home the home for me, from crowded mart afar. 
A country home ! a farm well tilled, some sleek and gentle kine. 
Fed from the bin and trough well filled, some dappled roadsters 

fine. 
And poultry running where they will, some porkers large and fat. 
What art can paint a picture true more excellent than that? 



©ctober 

The brown, the gray, the gold 
Mingled with the g^een of old. 

Fading yet lingering long. 
So loth to leave the earth. 

Summer's soft, sweet song 
Rich growing, joys and mirth 
•Are ending. 

Xfttle Slesaings 

Though small hands are feeble, smiles may change a frown ; 
Love like theirs is mighty, pulling strongholds down. 
Little feet be nimble mother's steps to save ; 
Little bodies tremble, yet the soul be brave. 
Such are little children 
Ere no ill they know. 
O that we might ever 
Such a spirit show 1 
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Immortality of Xoy>c 

(Thoughts from Southey's poem) 

Dark clouds obscure the sunlight here, 

Yet daily doth the sun appear ; 

So sure deep death will wake to love 

And light that shines for aye above. 

These burdened hearts no more can know 

The griefs that here may come and go. 

No more that love shall wounded lie, 

For love in Heaven can never die ; 

The vaults of hell will ne'er give birth 

To greed and anguish born of earth. 

There passions die and suffering ends, 

But love in Heaven with light e'er blends 

For all on earth who love His name, 

Who came from Heaven to bear our shame. 

All vain is earth, its loves, its pains. 

Its pleasures pall, its losses, gains. 

And all the gilded pomp of kings ; 

"Riches that to themselves take wings," 

Grandest deeds of history's page. 

All wisdom of the wisest sage. 

Yon beauteous moon that walks the night. 

Each sparkling star of silvery light, 

And e'en the glorious suns that rise 

To mount in majesty the skies. 

This earth rich panoplied with green 

And all its gems and gold unseen 

Beneath its crust and ocean, hid. 

The tides that swell whene'er they're bid; 

Yon beauteous bow, though thousand hued. 

The palace, pomp and power of gold. 

All griefs and joys this world can hold. 

The slave that ever bows his knee. 

Fair lands where every man is free. 

All pleasures, pains and merry rounds. 
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The hate that seems to know no bounds— 

These, all that were and are and yet to be, 

Are vain and shall forever flee 

Before the Christ, Eternity. 

These are but transient things of earth ; 

*Tis Heaven alone gave love its birth. 

And there alone shall love abide 

With Christ the gp-oom, new earth His bride. 
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XTo £Dltb 

Who and what art thou, dear Edith, 

Winning, shy and full kind-natured? 

Fifteen to-day. From cares to come thou still art free. 

Knowest thou what thy life shall be? 

A woman-child, tall, large, well-made 

And finely featured. 

Gently beams thine eyes of blue. 

Sweet and mild and kind and true. 

Gentle Edith, canst thou know 

Where thy tide of life shall flow? 

Like the beauteous bud art thee. 

Blooming flower soon to be ; 

Youth — Abound now, its petals free 

Soon shall shower fragrance rare 

And more glorious beauty share 

With the beauty of thy brow. 

Keep thy graces, Edith, now. 

While Heaven seals each youthful vow. 



flow anO Xtben 

There are moments, precious moments. 

When joy beams like light ; 
There are moments, sad, siid moments, 

When joy takes its flight 

There are valleys whose sweet waters 
Make life and shade abound ; 

There are barren hills and mountains 
Where no rest is found. 

Man is born, is wed, soon dieth, 
Bitter, sweet, sun and rain ; 

As falls the tree so surely lieth, 
Joy will beam again. 
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Sgmpatbi? 

O, to feel the touch of a gentle hand 

When the heart is sad 

And the limbs are slow and weary ; 

To see kind eyes with love expand 

(Lest the mind go mad) 

When life grows cold and dreary. 

To hear the tone of a tender voice 

When the world is cold 

And the thought is harsh and bitter. 

God lives and loves and hearts rejoice 

And hope grows bold — 

In human eyes God's love may glitter. 
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XIlneatnc^ TOealtb-Xflnrequitcft Xabor 

What mean these prison bars 

That dim divide the light? 

The unbound spirit mounts the stars 

And bides the dawn. Oppression's night, 

Because their deeds are ill, 

Do evil servants love. 

Divine the voice that bids my soul be still, 

The evil ones no mansions claim above. 

Let them keep their hoarded wealth, 

Gained by wicked schemes and stealth. 

Small their pleasures, mine are great ; 

Brief their power, I but wait 

For eternal joys. 

Choose, choose, unfettered soul! 

Whom will ye serve? 

Perish within the vaults of hell 

Shall passion's greed. 

To gain enduring weal strain every nerve ; 

Naught of death but all of life, 

'Tis Heaven I need. 

Wealth's fashions fail, world's glories pale 

And pleasures pall — 

One moment of unselfish, Christ-purged life 

Glows far beyond their bounds, 

Outweighs them all. 

And countless as the sands is such eternity. 

No strife, nor passion's thrall, oppression's wail. 

Heart-rending calls of helpless untaught 

Childhood's voice will there be known. 

Why seek the dross of gold? *Tis but the oflfspring dead 

Of a transient power, earthy of the earth. 

Perish shall unearned gold. 

If all is left to be consumed for aye. 

Where is the gift of thy reward 

For which thy soul was sold? 
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Where shall shine the glory of thine end, thy pay? 

Ne'er shall these be for such as thee. 

And more dreadful yet than void of love's reward 

Shall be thy just and fitting sequel. O be free, 

Free to trample down thy pride and thought conferred 

On self alone, free to freedom give to that poor one 

Whose body thou hast bound by prison walls 

Or chains of toil ; 

Whose spirit thou canst never brook. 

Undone, undone 

Is all thy mother's care if choose ye not for self 

This same bright soul's reward. 

This body is the temple of a ruling God — 

Close all its doors — is God shut out thereby? 

Hell is the terror of an ashen death 

Swept by the bellows of eternal wrath 

Into oblivion's Godless void. 

Heaven is the presence of eternal joy, 

For God is there and reward for waiting. 
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Xife 

Be the days so sad and dreary, 

Evening shades will soothe thj^ pain ; 
Be the days so glad and cheery, 

Comes at eve thy grief again ; 
So whate'er the time or trouble. 

Rain or sunlight, need we all ; 
Night ne*er comes without a morning, 

Morning ere the night shades fall. 
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Good-bye, farewell, safe be all thy goings! 

Bright skies shine o'er thee, spirit within keep thee 

When darkness falls, as 'twill. 

Whatever betide thee, 

Where'er abide thee. 

Still shall we love thee. 

In God our trust shall be. 

Pray for thy joy shall we. 

Good-bye, farewell to thee ! 
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Our Jessie is a jewel (her middle name is **Peari"), 

And when she shies that loving smile 

She sets all hearts awhirl. 

But truly, setting jest aside, a wondrous pearl is she. 

In bonds for life she holds each heart. 

Nor care we to be free. 

Her eyes so brown, of gentle mien. 

Shine from a fond pure soul ; 

No ill may thrive *neath their bright sheen, 

Of truth they speak the whole. 

O Jessie dear, how can we part, those eyes to see no more. 

And know no more the loving art 

That charms us o'er and o'er? 

Thy form so fair to look upon. 

The clasp of that dear hand — 

O then, dear child, when these are gone 

So far in distant land — 

O think, dear one, then think, we pray. 

What ties thou dost undo. 

No more that merry laugh we'll hear, 

Nor welcome footsteps bounding near. 

When thou art gone, far, far away. 

To self and friends be true ; 

Be true to all that's good and pure. 

O'er all thy God revere. 

These mortal ties can ne'er endure. 

There's nothing lasting here. — 

O then, dear child, where'er thou art, 

Whate'er thy lot may be. 

Thy kindred's love, a mother's heart. 

Will ever pray for thee. 

Guard well the youthful springs of life 

Bid sweet afifection grow. 

Let body, soul and mind be rife 

With the spirit angels know. 
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No skill can paint a loving smile — 

The light of soulful eyes — 

Ah ! from the heart all free from guile 

Flows love that never dies. 

No prize too high for thee to grasp, 

Let Heaven's ideals be thine, 

Let noble strength be in thy clasp 

Born of a love divine I 




**THE COUNTRY IS AS WILD AND PRIMITIVE AS WHEN THE 
INDIANS ROAMED WHERE THEIR PLEASURE WILLED," 
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Xift tbe Deart anD 3Ben6 tbe *nee 

(The following lines are my memory of a beautiful poem by 
Mrs. Hemans. — W. J. M.) 

Sailor, ere the stormy wind and wave 
Cast thee where no hand can save, 
Wanderer on the darkening sea, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Soldier, ere the battle come. 
Call to arms and roll of drum. 
Think, thy country looks to thee ; 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Laborer, who at set of sun 
Leaves thy harvest work undone, 
Wouldst thou from its care be free. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Child amid the flowers ^t play. 
While the red light fades away, 
Knowest thou what the days shall be? 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Traveler, when the night comes on. 
Thinks of wife and friends and home ; 
Canst no resting place thou see? 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Waiting soul whose lessening years 
Long ere now have stilled thy fears, 
Ere thy life like light shall flee, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 
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Jewels 

What are silver, gems and gold, 
Brightest treasures earth can hold? 
Casting back the sun's bright raj'S, 
Brilliant, beautiful, they are, 
Gathered near and gathered far ; 
Never-changing like a star, 
Though unseen ten thousand days, 
Useful too in many ways, 
Yet alone like ever5i:hing. 
Love of them will never bring 
Peace, nor life, but sorrow. 
There are higher joys than this 
In that great To-morrow. 
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H Simple 1Rule 

Once a Being came from Heaven, 

Plain the words He said: 

•*A little leaven all will leaven.** 

Put it in your bread. 

As you*d have each do to you 

Be to others kind and true. 
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Ube Xove of Cbil&ten 

Children, do you love me? You do, I know you do. 

Shine God*s stars above me? More true are they than j^ou? 

No, thrice no, and never will love's light ere fail; 

Naught from me can sever love of thine till pale 

Stars of light and glory. 

Children, may I love you? Yes, in song and story, 

Thought and word and deed, pure, strong, tender, true ; 

(Sure this world has need) — be them all toward you. 

Yes, with these good tokens goes out my life toward thee; 

Pure and strong and tender may that life e*er be, 

More and more like Jesus, Friend of Friends was He, 

Precious, precious children, both to you and me. 

Did He not rebuke men when they put aside 

Children, little children brought to His dear side? 

Yes, Christ loved the children, pure in heart like Him. 

my precious darlings, why do eyes grow dim 
When my soul turned thee ward seeks a holy life? 
Why, O world so sinful, mother, husband, wife. 
Why, O heart so brimful of grief and pain and strife — 
Why did Christ rebuke them, saying, "Stay them not,** 
Held His arms about them (Saviour without spot) — 
Why did Jesus utter to those thoughtless men 

Words to-day unheeded just as they were then, 
Words of loving sternness, words so wise and true? 

1 will tell you, dear ones, for thus He spoke of you — 

These the words He uttered: "Be as little children if you'd 

enter in." 
O children, pure and trusting, help me be free from sin! 
Of such the kingdom holy, of such God's home prepared 
O when I sing in glory Til claim the right I dared 
To love on earth sweet children and say their love I shared. 
Yes, there, up there in Heaven, that love again 1*11 find 
By sin or storm unriven and ne'er by man made blind. 
Flowers bloom in beauty, with art divine they glow, 
Slow my hand to touch them, for in love they grow. 
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So thy lives, sweet children, undefiled by sin. 

Seem to me too sacred to let my love come in. 

O blessed, blessed childhood, O let me live again 

On plain and free, far wildwood the days so gladsome then I 

O let me roam the prairies wild I knew and loved when, when 

a child 1 
Return, return, if not in truth, in mind, in soul, O days of youth ! 

I would know again on earth that life, those joys that 

Heaven gave birth, 

1 long to feel each day, each hour, the thoughts, the dreams, 

the childhood's power 
That blesses youth and blesses home and reaches past yon 

vaulted dome. 
We love to think the floor of Heaven. 
That children's love by angels given 
Shall be redeemed from whence it sprang, 
And where the morning stars first sang 
That love alone again shall dwell 
When gone for aye the powers of hell. 
I would I could again be young 
And hear those songs that then were sung, 
And roam those woods and hills so free 
That charmed my soul and gave to me 
The lot in youth I wish could be 
The lot of every girl and boy — 
But O, dear friends and comrades all, 
Who tread this sin-cursed, God-blest ball, 
I would not care to live to-day, 
Nor call again each childhood's joy. 
Did I not know up there, up there. 
The sacred flame of youth renewed, 
By a Saviour's love in Heaven endued, 
Shall rise again and burn for aye 
In the light and love of eternal day I 
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Xfre'0 Setting Sun 

Fade away, fade away, blue and gold in the west, 
Fade away, fade away, clouds in purple dressed, 
Fade away, fade away, gray in darkening shade. 
Far away, far away, red light longer stayed! 
Thus begins life's rosy morn, 
Beauteous colors first adorn. 
Soon the richer skies of blue 
Cover manhood good and true ; 
Then the gray of age comes fast, 
Greeting Heaven's crimson last. 
Crimson are the last strong rays, 
Crimson is the blood that plays 
Round of life. And Heaven is won 
By life's crimsoned setting sun. 
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Mben lancle Sam Was l^ouud 

Since Uncle Sam was young, my child. 

He's seen a wondrous change; 
Old-fashioned ways and honest life 

Would now seem very strange. 
No ** wheels" they had e'en in their heads, 

No trains sped by their door, 
Except the wheels upon their carts 

And the spinning wheel of yore. 
When Uncle Sam was young, my child. 

He primed his old flintlock 
And when he kindled up his fire, 

Used punk and steel and rock ; 
Of course they had their ** matches" then, 

But not of brimstone kind ; 
When youth sought maid he first must learn 

Her honored parent's mind. 
No stoves had they, but chimneys wide 

And tongs and andirons bright; 
No lamps, nor gas, electric power 

Had ever shone at night. 
They pounded up the yellow meal 

Within the wooden bowl ; 
The homespun frock, the few good books 

And prayer made up the whole. 
Don't think we want those old times back, 

*Tis better not, my son, 
But then, alas ! 'mid all these arts 

We have no Washington. 
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Uo Xouise 

Soft are the depths of thy brown, bonny eyes, 

Greeting my own with a glad, sweet surprise; 

Tenderly kind is the roguishness there — 

Maid of my heart! Hast thou gold in thy hair? 

Winsome yet sad is the love-light divine 

That shines from those eyes when love makes them shine ; 

Bright is the red of the rose of thy lips, 

Richer than sweets of the flowers of the morn. 

Saucy yet sweet as the dew the bird sips ; 

Costliest crown fails thy brow to adorn ; 

Fair are thy cheeks, and soft as the light 

As it kisses the west and fades into night ; 

Graceful in form and light as the fawn, 

Glowing with joy like the beauteous dawn. 

Merry maid of my heart! Come, come in thy glee 

And bid sorrow and care be blithesome like thee. 

May the angels of love, sweet Louise, ever guide 

And the Shepherd who cares be close to thy side. 

O darling Louise, dear child of my heart ! 

Thy soul is all love ! I plead for one part ! 

Merry maid of my heart, come, come in thy glee 

And bid sorrow and care be blithesome like thee ! 
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Ube Bsfng of tbe leat 

The pensive sadness of the wooded hills, 

The singing sounds from the dying rills. 

The falling leaf in the haunted grove. 

The darkening gray of the clouds above. 

The blossoming plain so richly dressed, 

But now by threatening cold oppressed; 

Each faded flower, its beauty flown. 

The clinging, clogging, clambeiing vine 

Now gaibed in purple, dark like wine, 

The solemn stillness brooding o'er 

Forsaken wood and plain and shore— 

These tokens all seem evermore 

To whisper melancholy. 

But, no, God's plan is great and good, 

For life returns to field and wood ; 

To die is but to sleep. 

To sleep is not to die ; 

Again earth's pulses leap 

And splendor lights the sky'; 

The river, erstwhile flowing warm, 

Now silent, cold 'neath winter's storm, 

Will surely burst again its bands 

And all of gloom my sad eye scans 

Will turn to joy again. 

So lives and loves this soul of mine ; 

I'll die and live again. 
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XCbe ©as Commuter 

(Respectfully dedicated to the railroad and business world.) 

See the gay commuter, riding on the train, 
All this mighty city would but for him be vain; 
See him rising early, working hard to win, 
Speeding to the city, scratching for "the tin.** 
O the gay commuters 1 Clear for them the way! 
Bless your soul! you'd perish, let them stop one day! 
**A11 aboard!*' then ''Tickets!" men of brain and brawn, 
Always at their station when the battle's on. 
Some are always social, others quite sedate. 
Some will '*miss connections," others never late; 
Men of wealth and station, men of rank and file. 
Women too among them, lending aid and style. 
Patient, bright conductor, what think you of all, 
Answering every question, heeding every call? 
O what thronging thousands ! O what rush and din ! 
You and your companions taking it all in. 
Neighbor, friend commuter, lay your burden down! 
*'God first made the country, man has made the town." 
Why such strife for money? Why do flowers bloom? 
Leaving joys untasted, choose you the city's gloom? 
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atmenia 

The wolves are abroad, in forest, on plain ! 

They leap on the fold and again and again 

The cries of their victims ascend to the skies 

And yet to the rescue no hunters arise. 

Armenia, Armenia . How long is thy night? 

No arm raised to sav : *hee and vain is thy flight. 

The treacherous Turk no respite wi!1 know, 

Like water the blood of the Christian must flow. 

Shame, shame to the world ! In what age do we live 

That a nation should die and no succor we give? 

Should the untutored chief lead his red men away 

On our wild western plains at the break of the day. 

Kill a dozen of cattle or destroy but one home, 

What a cry would we raise and the end would soon come ! 

But lo ! in a land where the white man abides 

The young and the fair death ever betides 

And day after day and year after year 

Their numbers grow less 'mid horror and fear. 

O rise. Christian nations, wipe clean from the earth, 

Of murderous Moslems create a wide dearth ! 

No mercy, no reason, no cry will they heed. 

Fierce passion, oppression and murder they breed. 

Shall John Sobieski arise from his grave 

Once more from the Moslem our Bible to save? 

Rise, Christian nations, arm, arm for the fray, 

And rescue the weak on this mercy's day. 

And the God of love this bloodshed will end — 

He waits for you His own cause to defend. 
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/lM&6ummet 

I scent the fresh -blown clover 'mid summer's golden glow, 

I roam the wide fields over and through the woodlands go ; 

I leap the orange hedges that bar the brook I seek ; 

I list to whispering flowers— to gift-touched ears they speak ; 

I clamber up the hillside— life's rough and stony way, 

I longingly love nature, the morn, the eve, the day. 

How far and fair the landscape ! How sweet the summer bloom ! 

For her wondrous, varied glories scarce has this earth the room. 

The white, the yellow daisies replace the violets sweet, 

The beauteous tiger-lily now here and there I greet; 

The thorn-tree's oft-felt needles are now grown stiff and sharp; 

The break of day, sweet songsters excel the tuneful harp; 

The dandelion and cowslip that in the springtime grow. 

Bespangling plain with gold-stars, and in the brooklet's flow — 

Long, long, it seems we've missed them or gathered them to eat. 

The one with searching eyesight and one with dripping feet. 

But in their place tall grasses now wave and wave again. 

O this is crowning glory, 'twas only springtime then. 

How gently sweet each springtime, the birthdays of the years ! 

How sadly still the autumn— for summer weeping tears! 

ButO, the perfect summer, full-colored, grand, complete! 

In her our wise Creator made all of good things meet. 
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IRutb 

Soft and kind, blue eyes so true. 
Bright with love-light's lingering hue, 
Ringlets tossed in shining gold. 
Cheeks so fair in peach and brown. 
Known and loved from angels down. 
Lips that love to speak the truth, 
Wreathed in rose and sunny smiles — 
. That's our Ruth. 
Maiden, whence and why art thou? 
Love alone adorns thy brow ; 
Angels sang when thou wast born. 
Child, I pray thou ne'er be shorn 
Of one mark of all thy grace. 
Clouds are here and hide the sun. 
Sin has marred all man has won, 

sweet maid, I'll learn of you 
Pure and clear are diamonds true, 
In the musty ground. 

1 am thinking, yes, I'm sure 

Thou wilt shine bright, pure and true 
Evermore. 
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(Cits of tbe eoI^en Bae 

Where cnrled the lazy wigwam's smoke 

A few brief decades past. 
Now miles of marble mansions stand. 

And many a noble mast 
Betokens world-wide commerce where 

Lone Indian moored his shell ; 
And highways of steel and lake-turned tide 

The wondrous story tell. 
Here willowy swamp or stunted oak. 

Or stretch of wind-swept sand. 
Alone adorned the wilderness 

Of wild, unconquered land. 
Behold her parks and boulevards 

Give beauty, health and rest. 
While music, wealth and luxury 

Here dwell at her behest. 
Rise, rise, expand, g^ow grander yet 

To greet the golden age ! 
Here will the nations of the earth 

Write history's brightest page. 
Build, city of the western world ! 

Make strong thy word **I will!" 
But in thy splendor ne'er forget 

'Tis God that ruleth still. 
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Cbtcago 

To our city we bring a bright tribute of song ; 
To her wonderful growth many praises belong. 
What may we not hope from her years yet in store? 
Lo ! her fame has gone out to the most distant shore. 

Chicago ! Chicago ! The pride of the world ! 
••I Will!" is thy motto, forever unfurled. 
From civic corruption God grant thee be free 
And the greatest and best of all things give thee ! 

There's "go" in her name, she had go at her birth; 

The vim of her people surprises the earth ; 

There's pride and there's pluck, there's work and there's wealth 

And the Queen of the Lakes is famous for health. 

Vast monuments grand do her skyscrapers stand 
And her millions and miles reach out o'er the land. 
Then a song and a prayer do we give her to-day 
That her glory of youth may ne'er fade away. 

Her daughters are fair, her sons true and brave, 
In war or distress ever ready to save. 
May glory, renown, bright honor and fame 
Be mingled for aye with the sound of her name ! 
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CbtlDbooD 

(The most beautiful earthly object is a little child in its 
innocence.) 

Why do sunbeams love to play 

Hide and seek among those curls? 

(Never do they thus with me.) 

Why does gentleness alway 

Seem to guide and guard our girls? 

I know, I know, without a doubt 

God from Heaven sent them out 

A sign of purity. 

He will keep His angel ones. 

Oft, oft, they bless our life. 

Sacred girlhood ! Gift of Heaven ! 

Peace and strength and naught of strife 

Came to earth when such were given. 
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umait Vlot xrui 1 am^Gone 

Wait not till I am dead and gone, 

Love's tokens to bestow ; 
How can I in that narrow home 

Feel what I here should know? 
God never made a human soul 

On earth alone to stand; 
Oh, while life's precious moments roll 

Lend hope and heart and hand. 

Wait not until the yearning heart 

Is silent in the grave 
Before you act affection's part; 

Love now, redeem and save. 
What matters to the embittered mind 

The funeral flowers above, 
The pageantries that tardy find 

A dearth of lived-for love? 

"Too late! Too late!" O, sad the cry 

When gone the form we knew ; 
Within the tomb they silent lie, 

Those feelings we withdrew. 
Along with one who ne'er complained 

At burdens heavy g^own. 
Lies buried now, unknown, unnamed, 

The love we might have shown. 

Affection's futile joys awake 

So oft, too late, alas !. 
O may some angel power break 

Such spell ere life shall pass ! 
Then weave me now affection's band. 

Wait not till I am dead ; 
Give me the pressure of the hand. 

Leave not love's words unsaid. 
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These little tokens of a power 

That moves eternity 
Leave not till comes death's darker hour, 

O give them now to me. 
What Eden here might love create, 

What wounds be mollified. 
What storm and strife would soon abate 

He knows who for us died. 

Wait not, then, till I*m dead and gone, 
Give love's full measure here, 

A look, a word, a kindly smile, 
The sympathizing tear. 




IN THE HUNTING SEASON 



other Poems 



123 



TRnelcome Spring 

Happy springtime, joy of earth, 
Giving life and love new birth ' 

The voice of spring: 
*'I come, I come, ye have waited long 
For the breath of flowers and voice of song. 
Anemones in the wild wood's gloom 
At the warm tree-foot again will bloom, 
Bright dandelions will star the plain 
And the glad earth drink the April rain. 
I come, I come, first-bom of all. 
With fairy feet I heed your call ; 
From the far south seas 1 bear you heat 
And a carpet green, weave at your feet ; 
The song bird flies from the southern gp*ove 
And hies with me in the north to rove. 
The sick and the poor will welcome me, 
From darkened room and the cold be free. 
The river bursts its icy band, 
My warm breath wakes to life the land. 
O, the queen of love and life am I, 
From your circling zone let winter fly ! 
Ye have called me oft and called me long, 
I come with light and joy and song." 
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7 fjtit as^ 'jStTrae^ lie*- pg-g^fer:: 

S*r*« thee free tlac davs to g;r«ct; 
1r.-wj in manbrjod's ftrcsgtt go forth, 
lAu^y proving aJI thy w*xth. 

Uo £tbel 

Gentle Ethel, sweet and mild, 
Trufftfttl, loving as a child! 
Yet tlvM hast thy woman's charm. 
Heaven guard thee from all harm! 
Faithful daughter, sister kind, 
Mr;thef , friend, in thee we find. 
Keep thy heart, dear child, I pray. 
Tender, kind and pure alway. 
Then when autumn comes at last 
Bright and strong will be thy past. 
Spring has changed to summer bloom. 
Sunny skies and rich perfume. 
Let these days, dear Ethel, be 
Cherished in life's memory. 
All the songs that youth doth sing 
May to age sweet echoes bring. 
When fair youth and beauty fade 
And life's work aside is laid, 
Then, sweet Ethel, shall be won 
Crown for duties nobly done. 
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Ubc Xot>e of flDones 

(This is called the land of freedom and gold.) 
Freedom? What can freedom be 

In a land where money's king? 
Money's king. Come, bow the knee. 

Worship Baal, praises sing! 
Love of money, not as means 

E'en the getter's good to buy. 
But to hoard it till it screens 

All of good in him might lie. 
Freedom? Where can that be found 

For God's poor, despised, forlorn, 
When they're humbled to the ground 

And of every power shorn? 
Wealth is weal and money good ; 

But to love it — nothing worse — 
**Root of evil. " But who would 

Hate the men who have such curse? 
Let them have their pleasure's pain — 

Gold and lands and stolen gain. 
Envy I their station high? 

No; they're sad when happy L 
Not for good, unheard, unseen. 

Would their wicked wealth be used , 
But to purchase fame, I ween, 

Would they see mankind abused. 
Better choose a lasting name 

That e'en death can never claim. 
Don't repeat, *' There's good in all." 

Granted, yea, I know 'tis true ; 
But to see such power fall 

I'd rejoice, and so would you. 
Fashion, fame and greed ag^e 

In some human hearts to rule ; 
But of hope there's more for me, 
Though I'm poor and e'en a fool. 
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Granting all have gone astray, 

Why so many broken hearts? 
Granting each one wants his way, 

Why so soon the tear-drop starts? 
Is it not because the sin 

Lies at other doors as well? 
Anguished soul, God looks within ; 

He, and He alone, can tell — 
Tell why money has such sway 

While the poorhouse overflows ; 
Tell why prison cells contain 

Many poor, few rich. He knows, 
And some day He will sustain 

Those who fail when in the right ; 
Tell why men are driven mad 

By the strife for gold so bright, 
And why others die unknown. 
Robbed by kin with hearts of stone ; 
Die insane because they dare 
Claim the wealth that put them there. 
Pay me gold and silver, too. 
These I'll use, but not *gainst you. 
Wealth is power, but power abused 
Is money's shame, that wealth ill-used, 
**Love of money" is condemned; 
Not its proper use and end. 
Society to be ideal 

Would make each seek the other's weal. 
Rule no more would selfish pride ; 
Honor, fame walk side by side. 
**Love of money," this my theme; 
**Root of evil," miser's dream. 
Can I make the picture seem 
Sadder than the real? 
Give me money, all I need. 
Never shall it go to seed, 
But to yield a righteous meed. 
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Or to turn the wheel. 
Give me jewels, silver, gold. 
But to use and not to hold, 
Save until the days unfold 
That shall bid them go. 
Then I*d wisely, kindly spend. 
Letting good and money blend, 
To old age at last attend. 
This we all well know. 




BIRCH TREE DRIVE, NEAR ISHPEMING, MICH. 
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Hn Ideal 

Come a time, all men be men ; 

Souls from selfish greed be free; 
The sword give way to plow and pen ; 

Hope shall glad fruition be ; 
Love ne'er end in crime or shame; 

Stricken poor their own reclaim ; 
Then the lamb lie down secure ; 

Truth triumphant e'er endure. 
Then shall labor meet success, 

Wrongs find swift and full redress ; 
Then the first shall be the last ; 

Day of persecution past ; 
Hand 'gainst hand no more be raised ; 

Only God, the Good, be praised. 
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Some fcin&teJ) ICbouQbts 

There need be times in the lives of all 
When sorrow reigns and pleasures pall, 
When sweet-tuned Hope with downcast air 
No more her promises declare. 
There are moments, too, when memory*s bells 
Call from the hearts long covered wells. 
Some old familiar strains that beat 
A plaintive measure, sad, yet sweet. 

The picture hung by cords of love 
From memory's hall we last remove, 
And those we drew from our own heart 
Are those from which we never part. 

The deepest joys are born of grief, 

The sweetest pleasure is relief. 

The darkest cloud that floats above 

Is guided there by hands of love ; 

Thus soon bright Hope, from deep despair, 

Will paint a vari-colored rainbow there. 



XCbe IRfvet— JEtetnits 

Flow on, gentle river, thou life-giving stream ! 

Through forest and meadow thy bright waters gleam ; 

The face of all nature in smiles is enwreathed. 

Because, noble river, to thee is bequeathed 

The power to gladden, wherever thou flow, 

To moisten, and nourish, and make beauty grow. 

Flow on, gentle river, and peacefully glide 

Through landscapes of beauty toward ocean's broad tide. 

Thou emblem of power, peace, life evermore. 

Approaching each moment Eternity's shore. 

Bear me on thy bosom, O mystical stream I 

Make real to my spirit life's vanishing dream. 
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Cuba 

Long live our sister nation, born in the throes of war! 
Forever cease oppression! Rise, Freedom's morning star! 
Wide as the sea that guards thee for aye thy liberty, 
Equality ! Humanity ! These shall thy watchwords be. 
Purge now thy sun-lit island! Break now the tyrant's rod! 
Sweep clean the craven cowards from oflf thy virgin sod ! 
America! America! Shall Freedom's holy cause 
Hang trembh'ng in the balance while all the nations pause? 
Lift up thy voice, each freeman! Oh, nation lend thine aid! 
Hast thou no La Fayette? What has thy greatness made? 
Armenia, Cuba, crying! Oh, see them prostrate lie! 
Take down the sword of justice and to their rescue fly. 
The one so surely dying cries, * 'Shall my slayer live?" 
The other, nobly striving, looks for us aid to give. 
America! America! Now, now is Freedom's hour! 
Far as Atlantic billows roll removed be regal power! 
The vaulted dome of heaven hangs Freedom's temple o'er. 
Humanity's bright dwelling these green fields evermore ! 
See, see, the life-blood flowing, drenching Columbia's soil ; 
Shall greed and foreign minions claim life and blood and toil? 
Each moistened blade cries, "Never!" each billow as it rolls 
Bears testimony sacred to Cuba's martyred souls. 
Her orange-scented breezes, as o'er the wave they fly. 
Cry out in accents pleading, **How can ye let me die?" 
Oh, let that soil no longer yield for a foreign crown 1 
Oh, let each foul oppressor beneath those waves go down ! 
Beat back, Atlantic billows, from Cuba's lovely isle, 
Each murderous, craven minion who knows no deed too vile ! 
Here truth alone shall flourish in God's own chosen land. 
We'll choose our creed and scepter, for heaven and freedom 
stand ! 
Dec. 28, 1896. 



other Poems 133 



'Sball Wile See Smohe H-lRoIlino?*' 

There's an army of earth's toilers who are waiting for the day 

That shall hear that same old whistle blow ; 
Will they see the smoke a-rolling, o'er the land upon its way, 

And once more their dinner buckets in a row? 



Chorus 
*Tis a question we must settle at the polls, at the polls, 

Then vote for the man who'll set you free ; 
Let us build that factory fire till the smoke in volume rolls, 

And McKinley is the man for you and me. 

Far too long those little buckets have stood idle on the shelf, 
While the pantry has been bare of other things ; 

Let us have an understanding, for no man lives for himself. 
And the value of his time is what it brings. 

What we want is solid money, good as that of any land, 

And we want it all the time, in plenty, too ; 
When I buy a thing that's needed, put the money in my hand. 

Let my wages meet the rent that's coming due. 

When a farmer meets a mortgage he contracted long ago. 
Will his income from his oats and hogs and corn 

Meet the debt in like proportion? He will sadly answer, "No." 
For the prices he now gets make him forlorn. 

There are thousands of old soldiers, and younger, stronger men 
Who can see abundance spread o'er all our land ; 

Yet the wolf is at their door ! Let us give employment, then, 
That each willing one on equal ground may stand. 

Final Chorus 
Reciprocity and right, honest count at the polls. 

Home protection, 'tis the party that should be ; 
We will build those factory fires till the smoke in volume rolls, 

And McKinley is "all right" for you and me. 
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£adtet /Dorn 

Think you those bars of death will hold? 
Think you His form will there e'er mold? 

No, no, 'tis Easter morn. 
He died that all might live. 
Life from His death to give. 
'Twas sin rose not. Christ kept the law ; 
A perfect man those angels saw. 

He conquered all that Easter morn. 
Oh, why will mortal man e'er doubt 
When heaven resounds and angels shout. 
This glorious Easter morn? 
He loves my soul to-day ; 
I'll sing for Him alway. 
Christ lived, o'ercame and died for me; 
My Master, Lord, I'll live for Thee' 
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Hnotbet Xife 

When the tired spirit yieldeth, 

Voices whisper to the soul. 
Come the solemn, soothing visions 

Of a life bright, happy, whole. 
Oft this life is dim with shadows. 

Burdens come and crowns of thorn. 
But these all shall pass forever 

On that glad, transcendent morn. 
Night must come before the day-dawn ; 

Stillness, sleep, all are ordained. 
Friend, ere comes that glorious morning, 

Work and wait ere heaven is gained. 
Rest this night, the mom in splendor. 

Day shall burst, unending grow. 
Soon all night, ail sorrow ending. 

Naught but joy and light thou'lt know. 
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Xeantiful lan^ of tbe Sontb 

O beautiful land of the South. 

To thee, bright land, we sing 
A song to thy kindly homes. 

Till those vales and mountains ring. 
The North, the East, the West. 

Must cherished ever be. 
But dear with all the rest 

Is the South 's fair land to me. 
Then a song to the beautiful South ! 

Brave men. fair women are there ; 
Each flowing stream and sunny field 
Such wondrous wealth to commerce j'ield ; 
Its open homes and generous hearts 

With all the world compare. 
O beautiful, beautiful South ! 

Forget the saddening past ; 
Bright days now lie before thee. 

Reward will come at last. 
Then a song to the sunny South I 

Repeat it through the land ; 
Peace, blessings crowning all. 

Like brothers we will stand. 
They are bands, those mighty streams 

That flow from North to South ; 

One land from Itaska's lake 

To Mississippi's mouth! 
Then give to the sun-lit South 

A cheerful song of praise, 
Till plains and vales and hills 

Their gladsome voices raise. 
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Some 3Briflbt Dag 

Had I the wings of a dove. 

How swiftly I'd speed far away! 
Like the wind would I fly to my love. 

She is waiting and longing to-day. 
How deeply we grieved that to part 

Was the fate we would gladly unseal ! 
But less deep the grief to each heart 

Than the joy some bright day will reveal. 




COMING FROM BELOW 

Tllnforgotten 

Slowly, softly, calmly falling, 

Shades of night return once more ; 
Silently they call before me 

Forms of loved ones "gone before." 
Cherished forms ne'er, ne'er forgotten ! 

Sad but sacred thoughts unfold, 
When sweet memory of their faces 

Brings again dear days of old. 
Oh, the gone, the unforgotten. 

Faces we shall see no more ! 
We would not, can not, recall them. 

They have r«2ached the brighter shore. 
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OoDt Beatb, Xife 

All things are and nothing is not ; 

Time is but small space lost in God's eternity. 

The circle never can be squared, 

For that would spoil futurity. 

God is and was and shall be ; 

The past is but the fleeting now 

And both must to the future bow. 

There is no present, for 'tis gone — 

A whisper never understood ; 

There is no past, no future time, 

For live we only now. 

One is one, all else are parts of unity. 

God alone, the one "I Am,** 

Resolveth and dissolveth all ; 

To live is to be with Him a part, 

To die but the boon He gives. 

For w2 shall live again with Him, 

And more and more His image bear. He lives ! 

All space is all, for God is space; 

His face ne'er seen by human race ; 

But face He has of glorious light; 

No human eye can bear the sight 

God is life. He giveth life and granteth death. 

From death comes life again. But man may choose. 

What is space? God is all. Space contains and is con- 
tained. 

The stars that shine, "the moon that walks in beauty," 

Those countless suns that each do draw a billion worlds— 

These all revolve in space subject to Him who holds 

Them all in life and death and all that each contains. 

Who and what is God? I feel, I know, I can not tell ; ask 
Him who is. 

For I am not save as He speaks. He*ll speak to you 
alone. 

God dwells in love and splendor is His throne; 
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He scatters beauty with His love and hides it in the earth. 
God is will. We take our will from Him, but choice 

abuses will. 
He wills for all His own. He is and governor of self. 
He wills that love should rule with splendor from His 

throne. 
He rich endows the day and night. They rule in grandeur 
And in grace. His bow of promise wreathes the earth, 
Born in the tears of clouds and mists painted by 
The glorious sun in millioned hues no artist's hand can 

touch. 
Whatever is, is truth and falsehood can not be. 
We live awhile on naught when Satan rules our lives, 
Nor long survive, for Satan is of lies the source. 
Our God is Truth. Rich grace and glory He bestows. 
In grass and flower and shrub He shows. 
And in the singing stream that flows. 
The varied hues that deck the skies, 
Sweet thought that glows from human eyes, 
The tinted waves that sink and rise — 
All show that God is good and wise. 
And death that dies not (which is hell), 
But in life that lives immortal dwell 
Sweet spirits who on earth did well 
To own His name who giveth peace 
And maketh pain and sorrow cease 
Where love in Heaven may e'er increase. 
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Clara 

When mamma wants a helper. 

Then kind eyes brightly shine ; 
And when she wants a lover 

And says, "Whose love is mine?*' 
There's Clara. 
Whose thoughts are ever stirring. 

Whose soul is ever glad 
To speed with loving kindness 

To cheer the heart that's sad? 
•Tis Clara's. 
Dear Clara, sweet and gentle, 

Such grace with thee Pd share, 
For sinless heavenly angels 

May do no more up there 
Than sweet and gentle duty ; 

Love's song sung o'er and o'er, 
To do your best is beauty ; 

Angels can do no more. 
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Vest 

The heart longs for the solitary place, 

In the dim woods' aisles resting the weary soul 

On nature's mossy couch of green. 

The whole being finds in virgin forest depths 

The tranquillity it has sought so long. 

No startling sounds arouse the springs of action ; 

No impulse of greed incites to maddening strife. 

No thought of gain or anxious care corrodes the mind, 

Discords life's melodies nor poisons the springs of life. 

The whispers of the needled pines soothe to languored rest. 

They breathe no impulse forth toward sordid gain. 

To rest me here and gain again what life has lost 

In the unequal strife, to which I must return ; 

To be alone with God awhile and listen to His voice — 

This is the boon these solitudes will give — 

Hallowed halls I'll loathful leave. 




HOTEL IROQUOIS, SAUL.T STE. MARIE 
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Ufireq^^Jted lore! 
Vet thi;; wax of trial 

fy«a^U to joys above; 
0/><1, who lixed the orbit 

^->f each Khming world, 
V\nnn to »ave his children 

When the heavens are furled. 

Htit we owe affection 

'J'o each one around 
Till Hwcct love and comfort 

In the world abound. 
Wfi'll not foTffct that flowers, 

Porlnli though they may, 
Will bloom In lands eternal 

Borne brighter, better day. 
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When these youthful days are gone 
And old age comes creeping on, 
What the record of thy years, 
Songs of joy or bitter tears? 
When the Saviour stands again 
In the presence of all men, 
Will His mark be on thy brow? 
Child of time, O answer now ! 
When the heavens roll away 
In that fearful judgment day. 
What thy destiny shall be — 
Left this day the choice to thee. 
Child of earth, to thee is given 
Death eternal — life in Heaven : 
Rest thee not, ere life is done, 
Let thy promised crown be won. 



Cbi&e flBe IRot 

O chide me not because I roam , 
Gladly would I rest at home ; 
But of home I am bereft. 
Of all its joys not one is left. 
Gladly would I share with thee 
If thou gavest naught to me 
That would rob thyself; 
Gladly would I find one heart 
That would share with me a part 
Of an earthly home. 
But of home I am bereft ; 
Of all its joys not one is left. 
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/Dp f)ome 

Some day my soul its way will take, 
And gladly rise on heavenly wing, 

Some day the silver cord will break 
And I a nobler soi^ may sing. 

My home abides in God's own land. 
Where ever flows the stream of life, 

^ly mansion reared by God's own hand 
Stands fair and free from care and strife. 

speed the day my ransomed soul 
Shall roam those golden streets above ; 

1 long to hear the chorus roll 

Where angel choirs sing of His love. 

*Tis there, 'tis there, I know 'tis there, 
My home in Heaven ever fair. 
My Prophet, Priest and King is He, 
Who has a home for you and me. 




KITCHEN IN THE WOODS 
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Ube Sea in Storm 

I love the shrieking of the sail 

When torn to shreds in rising gale, 

I love to hear thy moaning wail 

When hangs dense night o*er sea and shore. 

Complaining loud with thee 'gainst such confine, 

I wait in awe of God's design. 

And both fear and hope to thee resign. 

When fury falls and the tempest lowers, 

Thou roar and rage and rumble, 

In awe my spirit humble. 

Then death and darkness hang their pall 

O'er sea and land and loudly call 

And claim their own. 




RUSTIC BRIDGE, LESTER PARK, DULUTH 
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Xo\>e of Xona Hoc 

Q fade not away, thou love of long ago, 

Sweet be the memory of thee, 
(cherished within though no longer I know 

The fair face once the dearest to me. 

Many the friends whom we love for awhile, 

But they fade like a sweet summer day. 
And many the scenes that come like a smile — 

But thy light is the star's constant ray. 

O then cease not to shine in this true heart of mine. 

Thou unsullied dream of my youth. 
'Mid the scenes of to-day does sweet memory play, 

Forging chains of pure guileness and truth. 

Then fade not away, but abide with me aye, 

For my youth but for thee had been vain ; 
Like the springtime wast thou with its smiles and its tears; 

O come and bid summer remain. 
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Come Sfna Obt tbe Sonoa of Xong ago 

O sing me the songs of long ago, 
Songs of my heart I used to know, 
Songs that I loved in youth's sweet time. 
Cherished and dear their familiar rhyme. 
Then sing me the songs of long ago, 
Repeat them again and again ; 
O sing them in strains so soft and low ; 
They're dear to me now as then. 
O call back again those happy years, 
So full their joys, so brief their tears. 
Life's precious gems ne'er cast away, 
Life's golden morn ere the long day. 
Many the years since then gone by ; 
Starless and crownless recorded some lie. 
But youthful days sweet, stainless are they, 
Vision of joy, O ne'er fade away. 
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Sweet SaturDas *ltflbt 

When closes the week 'mid shadow and light, 
How gladly we welcome sweet Saturday night 
Laid down is each burden while pleasure unshorn 
Springs quickly to lighten the cares we have borne. 

No place is so dear 'neath Heaven's bright dome, 
As that where we gather with loved ones at home ; 
But home, with its sweetness of love and its light, 
Grows sweeter and brighter on Saturday night. 

Six days full of labor are happily done. 
Their hours of gladness now blent into one ; 
Oh, toilers of earth, what joy fills the breast, 
As ye think of the morrow, blest Sabbath of rest. 

Our Saturday nights ! dear milestones are they 
To gladden our lives while they show us our way, 
A way that tends Heavenward if spending aright. 
We turn into blessing, each Saturday night. 




GOGEBIC LAKE, HOTEL AND COTTAGES, ON THE NORTH-WESTERN LINE 
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©bl to be Somctbiitfl 

Oh! to be something, something, 

To stand like a man among men; 
God gives to us each a mission, 

Of hand, or of tongue, or pen ; 
Why wait for the crowd that ever 

Is slow to defend what is right? 
Remember, one man and his Maker 

Can put a whole army to flight. 

Oh ! to be something, something, 

Rather than idly stand by; 
Yonder see souls that are dying, 

None to their rescue will fly. 
How few there are with the courage 

To battle alone 'gainst the wrong. 
But the race is not to the swiftest, 

Nor the victory to the strong. 

Then, brother, try to do something. 

Though no bright scroll bear your name, 
In Heaven brave deeds are recorded 

Of those who on earth knew no fame ; 
'Tis not all for self one should live; 

With others your happiness share ; 
Lend a hand, speak a word, sing a song. 

And sweet angels your praise shall declare. 
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Ube (Bol&en flDorn 

Now see the golden morning rise 
While glory paints the eastern skies 
In splendors of a new bom day, 
For all our night has flown away. 

Chorus 

O happy day, bright, happy day 
When from our homes shall pass away 
The shadow of a crime so great^- 
The curse of drink — all good men hate ; 
And loving hearts shall beat more free 
And joy shall reign from sea to sea. 

(In singing chorus last time, sing "peace" in last line 
instead of joy.) 

Strong drink brings naught but sin and shame, 
And ever feeds dark passion's flame, 
Till from the fallen victim's heart 
All goodness, love, and hope depart. 
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Ube Giant of tbe Still 

(For Recitation) 

Part First 

Oh! I know a wicked giant 
Who is lurking everywhere, 
In our homes and public places, 
Strong, yet viewless like the air, 
And this hard and cruel monster. 
As he journeys through the land, 
' Carries not a sword or cudgel, 
But a mixture, in his hand. 
'Tis a silent, fatal poison 
Which he puts in water pure. 
And he tries in all our nation 
To make his mission sure ; 
And he brews this deadly poison 
In such a cunning way. 
That at first it charms and pleases 
All who come beneath its sway. 

Part Second 

Drive back, O youth and manhood 

This worst of human foes. 

He'll dry up every drop of blood 

That in your body flows. 

And at last he'll bite and sting you 

As an adder stings to kill. 

(Both speakers together, looking quickly at the 
audience). 

Would you know this cruel giant? 
'Tis the Giant of the Still. 
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Sattle Sena of probtbitfon 

Solo 

God of Right and God of Battle, 

Aid the cause we plead to-day ; 
Lead the hosts of Prohibition, 

Arm them for the glorious fray. 
Guard the bulwarks of Columbia, 

Mother, home and boyhood pure ; 
Drive saloons from state and nation. 

Let our happy homes endure. 

Chorus 

It is coming, it is coming, 

Hail, all hail the glorious day. 
When from every state and nation 
Demon Rum shall flee away. 
For the trump of war is calling us to meet the common foe, 
And our Prohibition army no "compromise" will know. 

Have we hearts of men and women. 

If we lift not voice and hand 
To restrain this tide of evil. 

Ere it overcome the land? 
Save our youth, oh, save our nation, 

For the demon would destroy ; 
Every dramshop is his palace. 

And the wine cup bJs decoy. 

Every day a home is blasted, 

Hearts are broken every hour ; 
Stay this demon in his revels. 

Save our loved ones from his power ; 
Take his strongholds, take them boldly. 

By the law he has defied ; 
Whether rum or man shall conquer. 

Let those broken hearts decide. 
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Vain are hopes, and pra5'ers, and labors, 

For the tempted, fallen soul, 
If we take not from before him 

Rum*s accursing, poisoning bowl ; 
Then, let every man and woman, 

Loving ''home and native land," 
Come and join this noble army 

And for Prohibition stand. 




THE BOULEVARD, DULUTH 
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HDl? Dome in tbe XKIlest 

(Melody— Sweet By and By.) 
How I long for my home in the West, 

Where the billowy prairies roll, 
And all that I hold dear and best 

Give peace and content to the soul. 

How boundless the wealth of the plain 1 

A type of true freedom to me. 
How I long to roam o'er thee again, 

From these dull city walls to be free. 

There the deer and the antelope roam 
And at night find a couch soft and rare; 

Like them would I make me a home 
Far, far, from all strivings and care. 

O Freedom, how boundless thou art ! 

Like the plain spread out from God's hand ; 
May we all in thy joys find a part 

And a home in this beautiful land. 
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Cbridtma^ Hntbem 

Silent stars their blessing gave 
When the Christ Child came to save ; 
Gentle peace spread o'er the world, 
War and strife their emblem furled. 
Hark! above the shepherd plain 
Hear the sweet angelic strain : 
' 'Glory to God in tiie highest. 
Peace and good will toward men, 
Glory to God in the highest. 
Peace and good will toward men !*' 
Glorious news by angels told 
While the shepherds watched their fold. 
Light of Heaven sent down to earth 
Heralding a Saviour's birth. 



Eaatcr flDorn 

Now behold the glorious morn 
Judah's hills and plains adorn. 
Christ, who died for you and me. 
From the tomb this day is free. 
Lo ! what angel forms appear. 
Hark! what holy voices cheer: 
•'Hasten away, bear the message. 
Death has now lost all its gloom. 
Gladden the world with the tidings, 
"Jesus has conquered the tomb." 
Glad, His loved ones speed away. 
Night is gone, O happy day ! 
Well they may with joy now speed, 
Christ, our Lord, is risen indeed. 
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XRIlbtle tbe f)eart is l^oung 

O we never can grow old while the heart is young each day, 
Though the form may decline and the beauty fade away ; 
For we live for all the world and eternity we'll share 
If we love the good and true and a smile for others wear. 

This world is what we make it, though storm and wind may blow ; 
Why sigh for sunny pleasure with mind and heart aglow? 
Then live for all worth living, turning prose to happy rhyme, 
For frowns or love, love giving, defying age and time. 

'Tis not the mighty dollar nor dress nor beauty rare 
That feeds the soul within us and brings contentment there, 
But the good we do to others will the purest pleasure give 
And a word once kindly spoken forever more must live. 

Then we never can grow old while the heart is young, I say. 
Though the form may decline and the beauty fade away ; 
For the light of the eye through eternity will shine. 
If we love the good and true and to the right incline. 
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Ube Deart TPQlitbfn 

(The heart is the fountain of good or ill. Our daily thoughts 
will mould the expression of the face one way or the other.) 
Pleasant ways and graces 

Spring from heart within ; 
Bright and happy faces 
Loving friends will win. 

Free from sin and sadness 

We would ever be, 
Singing songs of gladness 

Saviour, unto thee ! 

One pure face is given. 

Shining bright and clear. 
Wooing us to Heaven,— 

Thine, O Saviour, dear. 

Keep our hearts, dear Saviour, 

Free and pure like thine, 
That upon our faces 

Naught but love may shine. 

Soon that love within us, 

Overcoming all. 
Heavenward will win us, 

Glad to hear the call. 
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milO iPlowet Sonfl 

(Children, Flowers, Melody.) 

(We fancy the flowers have a language only the birds may 
understand. They whisper their secrets to each other when the 
gentle breeze begins to blow, while the birds listen, and at sunset, 
when the flowers close their eyes and go to sleep, the birds sing 
their sweetest notes and reveal to us what the flowers have said 
while nodding their heads to each other as the soft breezes 
caressed them during the summer day.) 

Wild flowers, wild flowers, blooming everywhere ! 

Silent, Heavenly messengers dressed in beauty rare ! 
Wild flowers, wild flowers speak to me, I pray, 

Spreading light and fragrance rare all along the way. 

Wild flowers, wild flowers, tell me what you say, 
Spreading light and joyousness all along our way ; 

What your silent beauty means bird and bee may know, 
All your secrets they will learn when soft breezes blow. 

Little children love you, symbols both you are 

Of that future glory sin can never mar; 
Guileness, beauty, harmony — these the magic three — 

Children, flowers, melody, are all the world to me. 
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IPattfottc Xoi?9 an& Oirld 

Boys, would you in honor stand? 
Then revere your native land ; 
None upon the earth so grand, 

Oh, forget her not. 
Soon the reins will fall to you, 
Nobler deeds, perchance, to do ; 
To your nation then be true ; 

Scorn dishonor's blot; 

Girls, would you in power grow? 
Strive your country's past to know ; 
Learn what made the life-blood flow 

Of your patriot sire ; 
Not for opulence or ease, 
Not for fame or high degrees. 
But for purer aim than these. 

Burned they Freedom's fire; 

Soon a nobler war you'll wage ; 
Soon will burst the golden age ; 
Oh, prepare to then engage 

All your peaceful pow'r ; 
Grand and grander still will be 
Reign of right and liberty. 
Waits in all a part for thee — 

Hail in strength the hour! 



ifto Songs 



Xan^ f mperfal 

Land imperial ! Inter-ocean ! 

May thy plains be ever trod 
By the sturdy feet of freemen ; 

Sacred be thy fertile sod. 
May thy mountains grand e'er echo 

To the shouts of men, not slaves ; 
Rise, O Land, in strength and beauty, 

Girded by two oceans* waves. 

Fair thy vales and plains, yet fairer 

Are thy sons and daughters true ; 
Strong thy mountain bands, yet stronger 

Are the souls that dare and do. 
Here the Golden Age is dawning. 

Statesmen spring from station low. 
Mind and heart and hand combining, 

All the world their grandeur show. 

God of Right and God of Nations, 

Hear our song of praise to-day. 
For the glorious past we thank Thee; 

Be our Leader still alway; 
Guard the bulwarks of Columbia, 

Home and School and Manhood pure, 
Reign Thou o'er us, and victorious 

May our land for aye endure ! 
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prouMi? TRIla\>e 

Proudly wave o*er land and sea, 
Glorious flag of liberty ; 
Valiant souls have died for thee, 

Fighting for the right ; 
Proudly wave, nor cease to reign 
While there yet remains one stain. 
Or one error to unchain. 

Wrong to bring to light. 

Never shall thy glory pale 
Till the stars of heaven fail. 
And shall cease oppression's wail 

On this wide, wide world. 
God of Nations, be our Guide, 
Truth and right our country's pride. 
Great our land, let love abide 

Till the heav*ns are furled. 




NORTH-EAST SHORE LAKE SUPERIOR, DULUTH 



i62 Songs 



IReian of IRigbt anO JEOucatton 

All honor to our heroes; the nation's pride are they; 
They stood for glorious principle, they fought to clear the way. 
Long live the rights they gave us, we'll stand for them again ; 
We'll recognize not party, but principles and men. 

Chorus 

Then cheer, boys, cheer, the reign of Right ! 

'Tis Education's Day; 
These minds and hands will be our might ; 

Then shout, and clear the way. 

Think not the battle ended, think not thy work is done; 
Hold fast the sacred heritage those heroes for thee won ; 
Let ev^ery greedy passion give place to purer aim; 
Let blood and foul oppression be but the coward's shame. 

Grow strong, ye lads and maidens! Float on, O stripes and 

stars ! 
Disdained be hand or nation thy future ever mars. 
No North nor South, no East nor West, trust nor fettered tool 
Shall rule this great Republic, in Congress, home, or school. 
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H Song tor Tllncle Sam 

There are many mighty nations. 

And many mighty men, 
And lands that vie in beauty 

And in fame of tongue and pen ; 
But oh, for dashing **go ahead," 

This nation beats them all ; ' 
In brains and brawn, in lands and wealth. 

We're neither poor nor small. 

Chorus* — "Then come along, then come along. 

Make no delay ; 
Come from ev'ry nation. 

Come from far away ; 
There's room enough for ev'ry one ; 

Take no alarm. 
For Uncle Sam is rich enough 

To give us all a farm." 

There are many wrongs existing, 

They always seem to be ; 
But the *' common folks" and common schools 

Are good enough for me. 
The Yankee boy is full of wit ; 

There's southern fire, too ; 
Our mothers and their daughters all, 

Will help the Union through. 

Behold the great, the prairied West ! 

Behold its mountain bands ! 
Its gen'rous souls by nature blest. 

Its wealth, its toiling hands. 
Sky scrapers tall in cities rise ; 

Behold the golden grain ! 
The South — the world's great cotton field, 

O'er all may Heaven reign. 

*Froin an old song celebrating the Homestead Act, still in force, giving 160 
acres to any family willing to improve it. 
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H)ear XanO So Jfair 

Dear land so fair, thy broad domain 
May well our glad allegiance claim ; 
From sea to sea we call our own, 
No creed nor crown thy sons have known. 

Bright land of homes, each freeman's heart 
Shall claim in thee a freeman's part, 
A right to rear, on freeman's soil, 
A home no tyrant may despoil. 

A hundred years of liberty. 
Sweet land, thy God hath given thee ; 
Eight times ten million souls are thine. 
Shine on, O land, forever shine. 

Three thousand miles from shore to shore, 
From lakes to gulf two thousand more, 
Such the extent, so free, so grand, 
Awaits the oppressed of ev'ry land. 

Fair land so dear, from near, from far. 
The oppressed shall come, led by thy star. 
Shine on, O star, for aye, O land. 
In hope and truth and triumph stand. 
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flag of tbe Golden Boe 

Thou flag of the golden age, 

I greet thy colors three, 
No other land so precious. 

No other flag like thee. 
The fleecy cloud, the lightning's red, 

The blue of vaulted dome, 
A heav'nly star of beauty all — 

All find in thee a home. 

Oh, glorious emblem, 

God's angel lent thee light. 
And placed thy stars in azure field, 

And striped with red thy white ; 
Here wave from shore to shore, 

In vale, on plain and hill, 
Till freedom, justice, truth and right 

Shall flow in ev'ry rill. 

Here wave till the light shall dawn 

On ev'ry human face. 
And God shall crown His golden age 

With splendor of His race; 
Here shine, O star of hope, 

In grandest glory shine 
Till all oppressed shall look to thee, 

And all the earth be thine. 
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Xan& 1 Xove Hbove HII ®tbetd 

Once more my country's praise I sing. 
Again to her glad homage bring ; 
Arise, my soul, in grandest strain, 
Pour forth thy lay o'er land and main. 

Land I love above all others, 
Land where dwells a race of brothers. 
Gladdened by a nation's God, 
I tread with pride thy sacred sod. 

Soil that my fathers bathed in blood. 
To wash from wrong and free the good ;, 
I bend the knee, and God adore. 
Who reigns thy plains and valleys o'er. 

No longer rule shall tyrant Wrong ; 
Hurl far the foe. sing freedom's song. 
Strike, strike the arm raised 'gainst the right. 
Sweet Liberty, stand in thy might. 
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®ut Xincoln, Orant and TKaadbtngton 

We praise the land we live in, its beauty and extent, 

Its schools and institutions, and laws of good intent. 

But let us not forget them — the great and noble three — 

Our Lincoln, Grant and Washington, who made these things to be. 

Divinely led triumvirate, we honor them to-day, 

And praise the God of Nations who led them all the way. 

Our hills and vales are pleasant, our plains and mountains grand, 

In ev'ry thing material the peer of any land. 

But mind and soul eternal should ever lead them all. 

For men will cause the nation to either rise or fall. 

Then honor them, our heroes, give each his fullest meed, 

Such sinew as our Washington is what we ever need. 

God bless our land and nation! The boys who formed the file 

With Sherman, Logan, Sheridan, for many a weary mile, 

Will join with Lee and Beauregard and their brave Southern 

band. 
And shake the hand of friendship on this one common stand. 
In peaceful celebration we'll cast a backward glance, 
And tow*rd a glorious future both North and South advance. 
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XCbe jf lad of Donor an& IRenown 

All hail the flag of great renown ! 

All hail the men who gave 
Their hearts and minds, and e'en their lives, 

Our land and flag to save ! 
How men now love its starry folds 

That float not o*er a slave. 
There is no land more fair than ours. 

None braver than our brave. 

I love my flag and land so fair; 

Let North, and South, and West 
Stand firm with eastern millions true. 

For all that's right and best. 
Equality. Humanity, 

Each righteous law's behest, 
These be our guide, our land so wide. 

By God Himself be blest. 

It is the flag of Washington, 

The banner of renown. 
The flag each martyred brave beheld. 

Who in the strife went down ; 
The flag of Lincoln. Sheridan, 

In freedom's golden mom ; 
God save our flag ; keep free from stain 

For millions yet unborn. 
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Uo Ob'Q Countrs 

My soul delights thy praise to sing. 
With Grod I love my land ; 

glorious home, to thee I bring 
My mind, my heart, my hand. 

1 love to scan thy splendid past, 
How great, though brief, its years! 

Enriched by many a patriot's blood, 
And many a mother's tears. 

From many a hard-fought battlefield. 

Here Truth victorious rose ; 
Though hampered, crushed, no pow'r can stay 

The Right against its foes. 

Thy future? Standi God only holds 

Its greatness at His will ; 
The past thy guide, oh, work to-day. 

To-morrow trust Him still. 
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Sleep, Comta^e, ©entis Sleep 

Lovingly, tenderly, lay him to rest. 
Place the green sod above, God knoweth best. 
Sleep, sleep, comrade, sweetly sleep ; 
Thy warfare is done, is done, thy warfare is done. 
Peaceful will morning break, then shall thy soul awake- 
The last vict'ry won, the last vict'ry won. 
No more the rude alarm, no more the battle's storm, 
But in eternal peace shall all thy marchings cease. 
Rest, soldier, to thy soul, till God shall call the roll, 
On that eternal field. 



Xtbe IPofce of ifree6om 

To ev'ry shore of this round world 
The voice of Freedom cries: 

"Come, come, ye sons of men, behold 
Where foul oppression dies.** 

Unfurl, unfurl, fling free and wide 
That flag, Red, White, and Blue; 

Unfurl, unfurl, fling free and wide 
That flag. Red, White, and Blue; 

Her star shall shine in radiant light, 
Her stripes in colors true. 

Till heaven's glory fades away, 

And time no longer be. 
Shall all the earth her tribute pay 

Of homage glad, to thee. 

Then hark, and come in many a band ; 

Ye sons of earth, g^ ve ear I 
O God, preserve thy chosen land. 

And crown thy glory here. 



Songs 



171 



flDS 1bome«*Xan& ©cat 

My native land, I sigh for thee ; 
Though far thy shores, they beckon me 
To heed the yearnings of my heart, 
And ne'er again from thee depart. 

Chorus 

home-land dear, no lover true 
Bears greater love than I for you. 
Thy sea-girt shores, like mighty bands. 
Enclose the greatest, best of lands. 

How rich, how large thy vales and plains! 
Thy mountains grand with golden veins I 
But nobler, grander far than all. 
The souls that rise at Freedom's call. 

Beloved land, for thee I sigh, 
For thee I live, for thee I'd die; 

1 proudly bear thy honored name. 
And never tire to sing thy fame. 
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Columbian Boxologs (Wo. I) 

Great Father, Universal KingI 
To Thee our homage glad we bring; 
Reign Thou alone o'er all our land! 
Bid Truth and Right and Justice stand. 
Let days to come be days of peace, 
Let selfish greed and warfare cease. 
To Thee this hour our eyes we raise, 
And sing sweet Freedom's song of praise. 
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Columbian ©oxolofls (flo. 2) 

Praise God, who rules in heav'n and earth, 
Brings nations forth and tries their worth, 
Praise Him in peace ; — in war's dread hour. 
Truth, Freedom, live, kept by His pow'r. 
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